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Mind of the Frontiſpiece. 


I. 
N vain, in vain, I ſtretch my CHAIN; 
In vain I ſtrive to riſe: 
It checks, and pulls me down again, 
And all my ſtrength defies. 


II. 
In vain DesIRE oft wings my ſoul, 
And mounts my thoughts on high; 
Drspalx till clogs, and keeps me down, 
W here 1 mult grov'ling lie. 


III. 
Thro' Wispou's ſacred realms to fly, 
But vainly I eſſay; 
Chain'd down to IGNoRANcE I lie, 
And cannot get away. 
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To Vigrve's paths my foul enclines, 
Muy feet her ſteps would trace ; 
But folly leads, when gn'rance blinds, 
Into erroneous ways. 


? V. 
Knowledge and Virtue thus debar'd, 
Which lead to Hayeiness ; 
In mental Miskx I'm plung'd, 
And hopeleſs of redreſs. 


: 3 
Unleſs ſome great, ſome gen rous Mind 
Vouchſafe to cut the Chain; 
Then I might hope, by {low degrees, 
T hoſe bliſsful ſears to gain. 


3 VII. 

With various Xyowledee T would ſtrive 
My mind ſhould be endu'd ; 

And the firſt leſſon I would learn 
In Yirtue, ſhould be GRATITUDE. 


AN 


AN 
ENTERTAINMENT 
Deſigned for Her 


Majeſty S Birth-Day. 


| HE curtain riſes. to a harſh and dif 


ſonant found of jarring inſtruments, 
and diſcovers a datken'd room; in a 
corner of which, a cabal of Egyp- 
tian Prieſts, Jewiſh Rabins, Romiſh 
Monks, Popes, Cardinals, Cc. are in cloſe conſultati- 


on. ' Aconfus'd heap of myſterious hierogliphicks, an- 


cient Traditions, Prophecies, Councils, Fathers, 
Sc. lies before them. Theſe they are buſily em- 
ploy'd in comparing, altering, adding to, eralingy 
interpolating, deſtroying, and reſtoring, 

After a while they ſeem, by their whiſpering, 
nodding, winking, and laughing amongſt them- 
ſelves, to have adjuſted matters very much to their 
own ſatisfaction: but of a ſudden the {ſcene opens, 
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4 The MusE in LIVERY. Ls 
and ImposTURE,.1m a hideous form, ariſes amongſt 
them. Ar firſt they ſeem ſurpriz'd at the mon- 
ſtrous appearance; but reſolving to puſh on their 
deſigns, a large cloak is immediately thrown over 
his ſhoulders to hide his deformities; a beautiful 
mask is clap'd upon his ugly viſage; and ſeveral 
others, Curiouſly delineated for all occaſions, are 
cunningly diſpos'd of bencath the cloak, rogether 


” * 


with a bundle of books and pamphlets very proper 


for him to diſtribute abroad for the informarion of 
ignorant, and the confirmation of doubtful perſons. 
Thus equipt; the Prieſts, firſt ſecuring their 
mangled heap of truth and falſehood, ſteal ſoftly 
from the ſtage, as if they knew nothing of the 
matter. Preſently the ſcene opens, and SUPERSTI- 
rox, in an odd fantaſtick garb, appears: a ſo- 
lemn gravity compoſes his countenance : he looks 
around him with fear and trembling : he caſts up 
his eyes to heaven with ſighs and groans; and 
bows to the other Phantome with great reverence and 
devotion; who, in formal pomp, and great ſo- 
lemnity, immediately furniſhes him with Beads, 
Crofles, Pictures, Images, Relicks, Sc. which he 
receives with bowings, cringes, lifted eyes, and alt 
the antick geſtures of reverence and adoration. - 
Aſter this he is preſented with the chief Credenda 
of his faith in a bundle of papers, conſiſting of 
{trange and wonderful {tories of Conjurers, Witches, 
Spirits, Ghoſts, Apparitions, Faries, Dzmons, 
Hobgoblins, Fortune-tellers, Aſtrologers, Dreams, 
Portents, Omens, Prognoſticks, and the like. 


T heſe, to ſhew his entire reſignation of all ſenſe 
and 
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and reaſon in holy matters, he receives with tran(- 
ports of joy, and all the ſeeming confidence of 
their truth imaginable. He reads them with a 
ſerious and devout regard; and, as the circum- 
ſtances excite, is differently ſeiz'd with fear, hor- 
ror, wonder, and aſtoniſhmenr. 

In the midſt of theſe religious extaſies, the ſcene 
opens again, and ZEAL, with his eyes hood-wink'd, 
ariſes on the ſtage; and preſently after him PeRse- 
CUTION, arm'd with all the inſtruments of torture 
and cruelty, 

And now {mpoſture ſeems ſecure; Superſtition falls 
down before him with humble reverence and de- 
vout ſubmiſſion : Zeal cagerly embraces Superſtition, 
and with carneſt paſſion fury and impatience ſeems 
to animate and encourage Perſecution z who, bran- 
diſhing his ſword before them as the champion of 
their cauſe, with a fierce and ſevere countenance 
menaces deſtruction to any that ſhall preſume to 
oppoſe, examine, or in the leaſt diſturb them. = 

But ſuddenly rhe room is gloriouſly illumin'd 
the muſick changes to a ſweet, melodious harmony; 
Impoſture and his adherents ſeem in great confuſion 
and diforder, whilſt T RUTH, Vig rug, Mope- 
RATION, and LI BERT , in beauteous forms ſucceſ- 
ſively deſcend, and place themſelves before their 
oppoſites. 

And now Impoſture turns himſelf every way to 
avoid the piercing eyes of Truth, He wraps his 
cloak more cloſe about him, and beckens to his 
adherents to aſſiſt him. Perſecution advances, but 
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is intercepted by Liberty ; z who looking on him with 
an agreeable ſmile, he views her wond'rous charms 
with looks amaz'd; and whilſt his eyes are thus 
fix'd upon her face in pleaſing rapture, he appears 
in an extaſy; the ſword drops from his hand, he 
hides his face in ſhame and eonfuſion, ſinks down, 
and diſappears. 
During this, Moderation, with the utmoſt mild- 
neſs and-good-humour, is perſuading and arguing 
with Zeal but all in vain ; he ſtops his ears, and 
turns away from him in rage and paſſion : but at 
laſt, watching an opportunity, he ſnatches the 
blind ſrom before his eyes; upon which, looking 
round him with ſurprize, he immediately ſinks and 
yaniſhes. 
Mean while Truib and Virtue are both engaged in 
expoſing the ſollies of Superſtition : yet far from 
ridiculing or laughing at his weakneſſes, they ſeem 
with a ſerious and friendly concern to ſeek their 
cure. Virtue looks on him with an eye of com- 
paſſion and great benevolence, whilſt Truth, with 
' generous freedom, and 'a fincere openneſs of be- 
haviour, is earneſt in perſuading and inſtructing 
him. 
But finding this in vain, and that be was wholly 
taken up in the ſtupid admiration pf whims, tri- 
fles, and abſurdities; he turns to Impoſiure, and 
looking on him with anger and reſentment, as the 
wicked cauſe of the other's unhappineſs and miſ- 
fortune, he forces off his mask, and at the ſame 
time ene him of his cloak, at once diſcovers 
his 
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his native uglineſs and deformity : upon which, in 
rage, confuſion, and | diſorder, he immediately 
ſinks. 

Mean while Superſtition in the utmoſt ſurprize 
beholds the metamorphoſis; he looks upon the 
monſter with horror and indignation; ſeems now 
fully convinced of his errors and abſurdities; de- 
teſts the cheat, and delivers all the legends of 
forgeries and impoſitions received from him, into 
the hands of Truth, who tears them in pieces. 
Then pulling from his breaſt a liſt of ceremonious 
injunctions impoſed upon him as equivalent to, and 
in the room of all moral and divine duties, he 
throws them at the feet of Virtue, who treads upon 
and ' utterly deſtroys them. Then bowing in ſub- 
miſſion ro the ſhining train, he ſinks and diſap- 
pears. | 

And now the muſick plays a brisk and lively 
air: Truth, Virtue, Moderation, and Liberty join 
in a regular dance; at the end of which, in na. 
tural order, they lead each other off the ſtage. 

Preſently the ſcene changes, and diſcoyers Truth 
now ſeated on a regal throne, with Virtue ſtanding 
on her right hand, and Moderation on her left; 
the /even liberal Sciences ſtand in order at the foot 
of the throne, in grateſul poſtures bending to 
their patroneſs Liberty; who, with all che pleaſure 
and delight imaginable, is employ'd in curiouſly 
examining, earneſtly encouraging, and generouſſy 
rewarding their ſeveral ſtudies, INVENTIONS, - and 
Improvements... 
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And now the genius of England ariſes on the ſage, 


who firſt makes his obeyſance to the throne, then 
turning to the audience, ſings the following 


F. 


J. 
EE! thrice happy Barros! ſee; 
W hilſt foreign peace great GEORGE beſtows, 
CAROLINA ſets us free | 
From the mind's domeltick foes. 
Sing! ſing her virtues! celebrate her worth! 


And bleſs the auſpicious Day that gave her birth! 


II. 
See lovely Txurn, at UER command, 
Raiſes her beauteous head and ſmiles; 
Aſham'd, ImeosTure flies the land, 
And all his agents ceaſe their wiles. 
Rer1610x charms us with a ſweeter voice, 
And what before we ſcorn'd, is now our choice. 


— 


III. 
MvsrERIOUs WhiMs are laid aſide, 

HoLy Grimace and CAN are vain, 
Which villains us'd their crimes to hide: 

His Deeps muſt ſhew the virkTuous MAN. 
Goop SxxsE, inſpir'd by HER, regains the throne 
Which FoLLy loſt, and SUPERSTIT1ON won. 


IV. Exten- 
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IV. 
Extenſive CHARIT x diveſts 
Our ſouls of Bicorry and Zear.; . 
Goop-NATURE gently ſooths the breaſts, 
Which Rack and Pass1own us'd to feel. 
By REeason taught, this leſſon we receive, 
Ourſelves to cenſure, others to forgiye. 


V. 
RELIGION ſcorning barb'rous aid, 
Which ZEAL wou'd uſe, and Fox ck wou'd give; 
With Fretpom bids our ſearch be made, 
And nothing upon Txrvsr receive, 
Conſcious her CHARM s no ſecret arts require, 
But they who ſee them bet, will moſt admire. 


VI. 
Hail, LInERT ] fair child of Trurn ! 
Thus aided by a Royar Hao, 
Give every art and ſcience growth, 
'Till wit and learning fill the Land: 
Till Euxopꝝ round us ſees with envious eyes, 
Diſtinguiſh'd ALBrow far ſuperior riſe. 


VII. 
And you, her happy ſons, confeſs; 
You who are good, or juſt, or wile, 
Grateful, that all your happinels 
From Royar INFLUENCE does ariſe. 
Sing then her virtues! celebrate her worth; 


And bleſs th' auſpicious Day that gave her os. 
y | A? 


10 he Mus in Livery. 
AN 


EPISTLE 


STEPHEN DUCK. 


| To erring youth there's ſome 8 due; 
But whilſt with rigour you their crimes purſue, 
What's their misfortune, is a crime in you. SOUTH. 


— i 
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O thee, the happy fav'rite of the nine, 

On whom the great and good have deign'd to 
ſhine, 

Bluſhing, to thee theſe artleſs lines I ſend, 

Ambitious for the title of thy friend; 

But fear ſuch advocates will ne'er obtain, 

As plead their cauſe in ſouncouth a ſtrain : 

Vet ſome indulgence ſure you ought to ſhew 

An infant poet, and unlearn'd as you ; 

Unskill'd in art, unexercis'd to ſing; 

I've juſt but taſted the Pierian ſpring : 

Pardon the faults then, and accept the friend, 

Who hopes, would fortune ſmile, in time to mend. 


W hen firſt thy wond'rous tale was told abroad, 
How did my foul the royal act applaud? 
| To 
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To raiſe from poverty's moſt abject ſtate, | 
And all the countleſs ills which round her wait, 5 
A mind like thine - proclaims the goodneſs great 
To free from {laviſh toil, from low diſtreſs, 
And give the means to purchaſe happineſs; 
To lift from anxious and perplexing care, 
A ſtruggling genius plung'd indeep deſpair, 6 
Is noble, great, and gaad—as it is rare! 
What pleaſing conſciouſneſs muſt fill her breaſt, 
W hoſe happy fiat ſaid Let him be bleſt ! 

Henceforth let his lov'd pen employ his hands, 
Pity fo long degraded with a flail 

Merit, tho' ſmall, a better fate demands, 
The worthleſs vulgar only let rough want aſſail. 
So the deſerts of mortals from on high, 
Are with the candid and judicious eye 
Of heav'n's great king beheld ; who juſtly weighs, 
And ey'ry action bounteouſly repays. 


Ceaſe then, cenſorious criticks, to repine 
At virtues which approach ſo near divine! 
Nor ſeek far little failings to accuſe 
A tender and uncultivated mule : 

In which, tho' you no maſter-ſtrokes diſcern, 
Think what could be expected from a barn : 

Tis that exalts the merits of his cauſe 

And that which ought to give your fury laws. 


Were his like Apps ox's immortal rhyme, 
Where judgment guides, and genius ſhines ſublime. 
Did his like Pg1or's eaſy numbers charm 3 
Or Pope's fine paintings his deſcriptions warm: 

| Did 
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Did pregnant fancy, with her pictur'd train, i 
With juſt ideas furniſh out his brain: | 1 
Did learning, judgment, and a taſte refin'd, 0 


At once ſpontaneous breed within his mind; 

He muſt be own'd the wonder of mankind. 
Ceaſe, then, ill-judging criticks go degrade; 
Can he be learned who no learning had? 

We all are ign'rant”till we're taught to know 
And none can fly — when learning but to go. 


And now forgive that ſuch a muſe as mine, 
Brings her weak aid to the ſupport of thine; 
In verſe, which if the world ſhould chance to ſee, 
They'd find I pleaded for myſelf — in thee. 
And theſe poor lines would undergo the fate, 
Inſtead of pity, to excite their hate: 
In vain *twould be to plead in their defence, 
My want of learning, genius, wit, or ſenſe : 

Such pleas would but encreaſe my guilt the more, 
And render till Jeſs pardonable th' offence 

As men ambitious to ſeem rich, when poor, 
Get only laught ar for the vain pretence. 


_ 8 — „ n 


Tho' yet my numbers don't harmonious flow, 
I fain wou'd hope it won't be always ſo. 

The morning ſun emirs a ſtronger ray, 

Still as he riſes tow'rds Meridian day : 

Large hills at firſt obſtruct the oblique beam, 
And dark'ning ſhadows ſhoot along the gleam 
Impending miſts yer hover in the air, 


And diſtant objects undiſtinct appear. 


But tho' my ſtock of learning yet is low; 5 


| But 
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But as he riſes in the eaſtern sky, 

The ſhadows ſhrink, the conquer'd vapours fly; 
Objects their proper forms and colours gain 

In all her various beauties ſhines th' enlighten'd plain. 


So when the dawn of thought peeps out in man, 
Mountains of ign'rance ſhade at firſt his brain; 
A gleam of reaſon by degrees appears, 
Which brightens and encreaſes with his years; 
And as the rays of thought gain ſtrength in youth, 
Dark miſts of error melt, and brighten into truth. 


Thus asking ign'rance will to knowledge grow; 
Conceited fools alone continue ſo. 
On then, my friend, nor doubt but that in time 
Our tender muſes, learning now to climb, | 
May reach perfection's top, and grow ſublime. ; 
The IL1ap ſcarce was Home's firſt eſſay; 
VirG1L wrote not his AN EID in a Day: 
Nor is't impoſſible a time might be, 
When Pope and PRion wrote like Jou and Me. 
Tis true, more learning might their works adorn, 
They wrote not from a pantry, nor a bars: 
Vet they, as well as we, by flow degrees 
Muſt reach perfection, and to write with eaſe. 


Have you not ſcen? yes oft you muſt have ſeen, 
When vernal ſuns adorn the woods with green, 
And genial warmth, enkindling wanton love, 
Fills with a various progeny the grove, 

The tim'rous young, juſt ventur'd from the neſt, 
Fiſt in low buſhes hop, and often reſt 


From 
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From twig to twig, their tender wings they try, 
Yer only flutter. when they ſeem to fly. 

Bur as their ſtrength and feathers more increaſe, . 
Short flights they take, and fly with greater eaſe: 
Experienc'd ſoon, they boldly venture higher, 
Forſake the hedge, to lofty trees aſpire z 
Tranſported thence, with ſtrong and ſteady wing, 
They mount the skies, and ſoar aloft, and ſing. 


So you and I, juſt naked from the ſhell, 
In chirping notes bur future ſinging tell; 
Unfeather'd yet, in judgment, thought, or skill, 
Hop round the baſis of Parnaſfus' Hill. 
Our flights are low, and want of art and ſtrength, 
Forbids to carry us to the wiſh'd-for length. 
Hut fledg'd, and cheriſh'd with a kindly ſpring, 
We'll mount the ſummit, and melodious ing. 
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E Pow'rs ſupreme, who from on high 
Diſtribute good and ill, 
My wiſhes hear, to you they fly, 
- Submitting to your will: 
Grant and refufe, ye Gods, what you think beſt 
And give me virtue to ſupport the reſt. 


II. Might 
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II. 
Might I a ſmall, eſtate poſſeſs, 
Sufficient to ſupply 
My wants, and keep me from diſtreſs, 
From ſcorn and infamy 


Content with this, ye Gods, I'd ask no more: 


But oh! 'tis wretched to be very poor. 


III. 
My houſe convenient, warm, and neat, 
But very ſmall ſhould be; 
| Room. juſt to ſtudy, ſleep, and cat, 
Is full enough for me: 
And but ſo far from Loxpon let it ſtand, 
As that its noiſe and hurry mayn't offend. 


IV. 
A little garden too ſhould join 
My happy rural (eat : 
An arbour of ſweet Jeſſamin 
Should guard me from the heat: 
Here I'd retire ſome part of ev'ry day, 


And read, and think my eaſy hours away. 


V. 
And ſince an itch to ſaered rhyme 
Inflames this longing mind; 
O make my muſe, tho' ſoft, ſublime z 
Tho” eaſy, yet refin'd : 
Let art lie hid in feeming negligence z - 


And nothing paſs for wit, but truth and ſenſe. 


15 


VI. Au- 
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VI. 
Authors, the beſt in ev'ry art, 
My library ſhould boaſt: 
Not ſuch whoſe learning, but whoſe parts, 
And judgments ſhine the molt. 
And ſome few criticks, whoſe impartial aim 
Is juſtly ro commend, and juſtly blame. 


VII. 
Some friends I'd have, and thoſe ſincere, 
Good-natur'd, honeſt men; 
With thoughts unprejudic'd and clear, 
With judgments ſtrong and plain. 
Freely to thele I'd open ev'ry doubt, 
And freely fearch for truth the world throughout. 


VIII. 
A wife young, virtuous, fair, and kind, 
If ſuch a one there be; 
Yes, one there is mongſt woman- kind; 
O KitrTy ! thou art ſhe. 
With her, ye Gods, with her but make me bleſt, 
Of all your Bleſſings- that wou'd be the beſt. 


IX. 
And fince perverſe, ill-remper'd men, 
True bliſs can never find, 
Let mine be eaſy and ſerene, 
Compaſſionate and kind 
With others failings ready to diſpenſe, 


Unapt to take, and leſs to give, offence. 
| | | X. Re- 
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X. 


Religion, which for human good 
Was certainly deſign'd; 
Study'd the moſt, leaſt underſtood, 
Is made the lab'rinth of the mind: 
Aid me, ye Gods, with your aſſiſtance here; 
Nor thro' its wild meanders let me err. 


XI. 
In fine, to ſweeten all the reſt, 
O give me health and caſe ! 
With pain and ſickneſs ne' er oppreſs'd, 
Nor diſcontent, the mind's diſeaſe. 
Then, when fate calls, let death exert his power, 
I'll neither wiſh, nor fear, my dying hour. 


2— — —— = 
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FOOTMAN. 
An Epiſtle 1 to m ee, * Ahr. 


Dear 9 4 


IN CE I am now at leiſure, 
And in the country taking pleaſure, 
If it be worth your while to hear 
A ſilly footman's buſineſs there, 
Ill try to tell, in eaſy rhyme, 
How I in London ſpend my time. 
C And 
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And firſt, | 

As ſoon as lazineſs will let me, 

I riſe from bed, and down I ſet me, | 
To cleaning glaſſes, knives, and plate, 

And ſuch · like dirty work as that, 7 0 
Which (by the bye) is what J hate. 

This done; with expeditious care, 

To dreſs myſelf I ftrait prepare; 

I clean my buckles, black my ſhoes z 

Powder my wig, and bruſh my cleaths ; 

Take off my beard, and waſh my face, 

And then I'm ready for the chace. 


Down comes my lady's woman ſtrait: 
W here's Robin? Herc. -Pray take your hat, 
And go---and go+--and go---and go-=- 
And this--- and that deſire to know. 
The charge receiv'd, away run I, 
And here, and there, and yonder fly, 
With ſervices, and how-d'ye-does, 
Then home return full fraught with news. 


Here ſome ſhort time does interpoſe, 
Till warm effluvia's greet my noſe, 
W hich from the ſpits and kettles fly, 
Declaring dinner- time is nigh. | 
To lay the cloth I now prepare, 
With uniformity and care 
In order knives and forks are laid, 


With folded napkin, ſalt, and bread : 
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The ſide-· boards glittering too appear, | 
With plate, and glaſs, and china-ware. 
Then ale, and beer, and wine decanted, 
And all things ready which are wanted, 
The ſmoaking diſhes enter in, 
To ſtomachs ſharp a grateful ſcene 
Which on the table being plac'd, 
And ſome few ceremonies paſt, 
They all ſit down, and fall to eating, 


W hilft I behind ſtand filent waiting. 


This is the only pleaſant hour 
Which I have in the twenty-four ; 
For whilſt I unregarded ſtand, 
With ready ſalver in my hand, 
And ſeem to underſtand no more 
Than juſt what's call'd for, out to pour ; 
I hear, and mark the courtly phraſes, 
And all the elegance that paſſes ; 
Diſputes maintain'd without digreſſion, 
With ready wit, and fine expreſſion 
The laws of true politeneſs ſtated, 
And what good-breeding is, debated : 
Where all unanimouſly exclude 
The vain coquet, the formal prude, 
The ceremonious, and the rude. 
The flattering, fawning, praiſing train 
The fluttering, empty, noiſy, vain; 
Detraction, ſmut, and what's prophane. 


This happy hour elaps'd and gone, 
The time of drinking tea comes on. 


1 The 
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The kettle fill'd, the water boil'd, 
The cream provided, biſcuits piFd, 
And lamp prepar'd; I ſtrait engage 
The Lilliputian equipage 
Of diſhes, ſaucers, ſpoons, and tonge, 
And all th' Er cetera which thereto belongs. 
W hich rang'd in order and decorum, 
I carry in, and ſet before 'em; 
Then pour or Green, or Bohea out, 
And, as commanded, hand about. 


This buſineſs over, preſently 
The hour of viſiting draws nigh 3 
The chairman ftrair prepare the chair, 
A lighted flambeau I prepare; 
And orders given where to go, 
We march along, and buſtle thro' 
The parting crouds, who all ſtand off 
To give us room. O how you'd laugh! 
To ſee me ſtrut before a chair, 
And with a ſtirdy voice, and air, 
Crying---By your leave, Sir! have a care! 
From place to place with ſpeed we fly, 
And rat - tatat the knockers cry: 3 
Pray is your lady, Sir, within? 
If no, go on; if yes, we enter in. 


Then to the hall I guide my ſteps, 
Amongſt a croud of brother skips, 
Drinking ſmall-beer, and talking ſmut, 


And this fool's nonſenſe putting that fool's out. 
Whilft 


hilft 
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W hilft oaths and peals of laughter meer, 
And he who's loudeſt, is the greateſt wir, 
But here amonglt us the chief trade is 
To rail againſt our Lords and Ladies: 
To aggravate their ſmalleſt failings, 
T” expoſe their faults with ſaucy railings. 
For my part, as I hate the practice, 
And ſee in them how baſe and black tis, 
To ſome bye place I therefore creep, 
And fit me down, and feign to ſleep 
And could I with old Morpheus bargain, 
'Twould fave my ears much noiſe and jargon. 
But down my Lady comes again, 
And I'm releaſed from my pain. 
To ſome new place our ſteps we bend, 
The tedious evening out to ſpend; 
Sometimes, perhaps, to ſee the play, 
Aſſembly, or the opera; 
Then home and ſup, and thus weend the day, 


2 * 


7 
8 


Sir 
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Sir AMoRous WHIASIE: 
OR, THE 
DESPERATE LOVER. I 
TR TALE. 
Cupid! God of whining ſpeeches, 
Sighs and tears, and fond beſeeches, 
Folded arms, and ſleepiſh looks, 


Trifling griefs, and ſerious jokes: | 
God of dears, of ſweets, and honies, þ 


Flames, and darts, and fools, and ninnies; 

That doat on damſels more than guineas: 

God of fond, endearing prate, 6 
Hugs, and kiſſes, and all that 5 
Which ſets poor hearts a · pit a- pat: 

God of ſqueezes, nods, and winks, 

And wiſhes, — which the mule but thinks: 

O God of all theſe pretty things 

Aid my pen, thy power ſhe {ings : 

Thy dreadful power o'er mortal life 

With halter, poiſon, piſtol, knife. 

Vet this no cut-throat buſineſs is, 

No hang, nor drowning matter this; 

But a ſad tale, which late befel 

To a poor knight that lov'd too well; 

Too well, as you ſhall hear, alas ! 

And thus the diſmal ſtory was. 


—_—— 


In 


——— 
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In CoxnwaL, or in CUMBERLAND, 
Or ſomewhere elſe, we underſtand, 
Lately there dwelt a knight of fame, 
Sir Am'Rovs WHIRMSsIE was his Name. 
This knight was gay, and brisk, and young, 
And dreſs'd, and danc'd, and laugh'd, and ſung 
And with theſe airs, this life and ſpirit, 
He thought himſelf a man of merit; 
Thought himſelf qualify'd to ſtrole 
Amongſt the fair without controul : 
Imagin'd theſe his ſhining parts 
Muſt rend, and tear, and ſadly maul their hearts. 


Fine feathers make fine birds, tis true; 
Bur they don't make fine fingers too : 
Nor is the value altogether, 
Determin'd by the gaudieſt feather : 
For if they han't a tuneful Note, 
To ſome they are not worth a groat. 
So tho' our knight in gaudy veſt 
With gold and ſilver lace was dreſs'd 
Altho' his locks in ringlets twul'd, 
Was powder'd, ſcented, crimp'd, and curl'd; 
Tho' he cou'd ogle, ſmile, and bow, 
And hum an opera tune, or fo; 
Yet theſe his utmoſt limits was, 
All further he was but an aſs: | 
His filly, pert, inſipid prate 
His airs, and geſtures, and all that, ; 
Declar'd their ſource an empry pate. 


C 4 Thus 
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Thus wanting wit, or rather ſenſe, 
To check his vain impertinence : 
The fair, diſguſted with the foo], 
Far from admiring, ridicule. 
But when they laugh, his vain conceit 
Imagines they applaud his wit 
In vain they jeer, in vain they flout, 
The coxcomb can't his merit doubt ; 
Enamour'd of his own dear parts, 
He's ſure they all belie their hearts; 
And, tho' they ſcemingly deride, 
Wou'd each be glad to be his bride. 


Thus, vain of int'reſt with the fair, 
As all your empty coxcombs are, 

He ſtruts in triumph thro? the throng 
Of witty, amiable, and young; 
Gaining imagin'd victories, 

And fancying every heart his prize: 
Still boaſting to ſecure his own, 
Amidſt his triumphs touch'd by none. 


It muſt be own'd, the beſt defence 
Gainſt Beauty's power is - want of ſenſe. 
Vet fools and fops ſubmit to fate, 

And feel its influence ſoon or late. 

And now, his fatal hour being come, 

Our warriour knight came wounded home: 
Cera, the fair, his heart betray'd; 
CEL, the fair, the cruel maid. 
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Shot from her eyes the conquering dart 
That found a paſſage co his hearr. 

And now he feels the pleaſing fire, 
And languiſhes in ſoft deſire ; 

Her fair idea charms his ſoul ; 

But then her eyes his hopes controul : 
He there obſerves a ſcornful pride, 
And fears his ſuit will be deny'd. 
Anxious, he fain wou'd ſilence break, 
But feels he knows not how to ſpeak. 
Love, which refines the brighteſt wir, 
Firſt taught this fool his want of it. 
He who before thro' crouds cou'd rove, 


Now knows not how to ſay — love. 


But ſoon the coxcomb gains th' aſcendant: 
He'll ſpeak, he vows, and there's an end on't. 
Shall I, who have made thouſands bow, 


Deſpair of conquering CæLIA too? 
Faith I'm a puppy if I do. 

Is not my air, my ſhape admir'd ? 
Who is more handiomely attir'd? 
In ſhort, I'll tell her I'm her man, 
Let her deny me if ſhe can. 


With this reſolve away he goes, 
And now before the fair he bows. 
CELIA, ſurpriz'd, obſerv'd his mein, 
Saw the confuſion he was in; 
And quickly, from his filly face, 
Imagin'd what the matter was. 


F or 
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For, ſpite of all his vain pretences, 

Her preſence ſo o'er aw'd his ſenſes, 

And love within fo tim'rous made him, 

He fear'd ro ſay what might degrade him. 
Confounded thus, he ſtood awhile, 

CæLIA ſurvey'd him with a ſmile : 

At this the coxcomb bolder grew, 

Dam it, I'll ſpeak ; now, now's my cue: 
« Well, Ma'm, ſaid he, and how d'ye do? 

The witty CaL1A, with much pain, 

From downright laughing did refrain ; 

And gravely as 'twas poſſible, 

Thank'd him, and told him, very well. 

« *Tis curious weather, Madam, this. 

Yes, Sir, ſaid ſhe, and ſo it is. 

% But won't it rain d'ye think to day? 

Why truly, Sir, perhaps it may. 

Here the knight ſcratch'd his empty head, t 
And bit his fingers 'till they bled, c 
Before another word was ſaid. 

At laſt, his watch pull'd out to look, 

& Pray, Ma'm, ſaid he, what is't a clock? 
CAzLI1A, with wond'rous Gravity, 

Look'd on his watch, and told him, three. 

Our knight had now no more to ſay, 

And muſt of courſe have ſneak'd away, 

Had not a lucky accident 

Given him the wiſh'd-for argument. 


Whether by chance, or by deſign, 
Shall now be no concern of mine; 


But 


But 


( 
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But CL IA let her thimble drop, 
Which, with great joy, Sir knight catch'd up. 
And now for ſome fine thing to ſay, 
In giving it, that might diſplay 
At once his love, and ready wit; 
Quick was the thought — and this was it. 
“ O, Ma'm, ſaid he, with a low bow, 
“ That we were in a church juſt now, 
« And this here thimble was a ring, 
« And you and I were bargaining, 
« Before the prieſt, for term of life, 
« To have and hold, as man and wife ! 
&« I ſay no more but what ſay you? 


« Wou'dn't it be very pretty now ? 


CELIA again was hard put to'r, 

To keep herſelf from laughing out, 
But willing one more ſpeech to hear, 
She let nor the leaſt ſmile appear 


But feign'd to ſeem ſhe knew not how, 
And bluſh'd, and faid, ſhe didn't know. 


Sir knight in's ſleeve begun to laugh, 
And thought he had her ſafe enough; 
Triumphing, to himſelf he cry'd, 

I knew I cou'dn't be deny'd! 
Dam it, who'd ever be afraid 
Of ſpeaking to a filly maid? 
Then turning to the bluſhing fair, 
With a more pert, familiar air, 
„Well, Ma'm, ſaid he, methinks I find 
4 You're not to cruelty enclin'd; 
“ There- 


* 
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« Therefore, in ſhort, to tell you true, 
« I'm deep in love, and 'tis with you: 
« And this is all J have to lay, 

« Tf you'll be happy, Ma'm, you may. 


CæLIA cou'd now no longer ſeign, 
Contempt and ſcorn at once were ſeen; 
And quick reſentment in her look, 

W hilſt thus ironical ſhe ſpoke. 

& Dear Sir, no doubt I ſhould be bleſs'd, 

ct Bur'I'm afraid you're but in jeſt; 

% Might I but on your words rely, 

„ Sure my poor heart would burſt with joy! 
4“ To ſee myſelf the happy bride * 
«© Of one who thouſands had deny'd, 8 
& How wou'd it gratify my Pride? 
« How pleaſant roo *rwou'd be! how ſweet! 

& To fit and liſten to your wit! 

« A ſpecimen of which I've ſeen 

% Moſt wonderful, ſince you came in. 

“ What wit there was, when ſpoke by you, 

« In that lame—Mell, and how d'ye do? 

« And then hat curious weather tis? 

* No doubt a bright tranſition this! 

* As ſure it was a pleaſant joke, 

&« To look, then ask What ist a Clock? 

e Bur that which follow'd next to this, 

« The thimble metamorphoſis, 5 
&« Alias, Sir Knight's wit's maſter- piece. 

„OO 'twas a wond'rous piece of wit! 

* Sure none but he cou'd thought of it! 


c Nes, 
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« Yes, when this parlour here ſhoots up 
« A church, with along ſpire a top; 
« When time, which changes every thing, 
&« Shall change this thimble to a ring; 
« When this old chair's a prieſt, and when 
« This ſtool ſtarts up, and ſays, Amen 
« When all thele things ſhall come to pals, 
« Then I'll be married to an aſs. 
Here ſhe burſt into a laugh; 
The knight like fury ſcamper'd off: 
Home he retir'd in deep diſgrace, 
Reſolv'd no more to ſhew his face, 
Nor man, nor woman ſee again, 
For death, he ſwore, ſhou'd end his pain. 
Thus raging mad, he from the wall, 
Takes down a piſtol charg'd with ball; 
And now before the glaſs he ſtood, 
Reſolv'd to waſh this ſtain away in blood; 
But ſeeing his own ſhade appear, 
Confus'd, he thought himſelf was there 
And haſt'ly aiming at his head, 
This moment is thy laſt, he ſaid; 
Then furiouſly the tricker drew, 
Slap, thro' the glaſs the buller flew : 
Down fell the mirrour, down the knight; 
That with the blow, this with the fright. 
Struggling a while he lay; at length, 
Ferching a groan with all his ſtrength, 
His heart, or ſomething from him broke, 
And theſe few words were all he ſpoke: 
„Oh! oh! I'm dead, or juſt as good —— 
* I fee] my breeches full of blood. 


KITTY. 
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PASTORAL. 


I. 
5 M bencath a cool ſhade, by the fide of a 


ſtream, 
'Thus writes thy THEANDER, and thouart his theme: 
Thy beauties inſpiring, my deareſt I'll ſhew, 
There's nothing in nature ſo beauteous as you. 


_= \ | ' Y * 18 * * £ Z — * { Y 
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IT. 

- Tho! diſtance divides us, thy beauties I ſee, 
Thoſe beauties ſo lov'd and admir'd by me! 

Now, now I behold thee, ſweet-{miling and pretty, 
O Gods ! you've made nothing ſo fair as my Kitty ! 


III. 
Come, lovely Idea, come fill my fond arms, 
And whilſt I thus gaze on thy numerous charms, 
The beautiful objects which round me do lie, 


Grow lick at thy preſence with envy, and die. 


IV. Now 
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IV. 
Now FLoRA the meads and the groves does adorn, 
With flowers and bloſſoms on every thorn ; 
But look on my Kir TY! There ſweetly does blow, 
A ſpring of more beauties than FLora can ſhow. 


V. 
See, ſee how that roſe there adorns the gay buſh, 
And, proud of its colour, wou'd vie with her bluſn; 
Vain boaſter! thy beauties ſhall quickly decay, 
She bluſhes — and ſee how it withers away. 

VI. 
Obſerve that fair lilly, the pride of the vale, 
In whiteneſs unrivall'd; now droops and looks pale; 


It ſickens, and changes its beautiful hue, 
And bows down its head in ſubmiſſion ro you. 


VII. 
The Zephirs that fan me beneath the cool ſhade, 
When panting with heat on the ground I am laid, 
Are leſs grateful and ſweet than the heavenly air 


That breaths from her lips when ſhe whiſpers — 
my dear. | 


VIII. 
O hear the gay lark as ſhe mounts in the skies, 
How (ſweet are her notes! how delightful her voice! 
Go dwell in the air, little warbler, go; 
U hare muſick enough while my KiTTY's below. 


IX. With 


32 The Mus z un LivERy. 


IX. 
With pleaſure I watch the laborious bee, 
Extracting her ſweets from each flower and tree; 
Ah fools! thus to labour to keep you alive, 
Fly, fly to her lips, and at once fill your hive. 


X. 
See there, on the top of that oak, how the doves, 
Sit brooding each other, and cooing their loves: 
Our loves are thus tender, thus mutual our joy, 
When folded on each others boſoms we lie. 


XI. 
It glads me to ſee how the pretty young lambs 
Are fondled, and cheriſh'd, and lov'd by their dams: 
The lambs are leſs pretty, my deareſt, than thee; 
Their dams arc leſs fond, nor fo loving as me. 


XII. 
I view all the beauties the world now puts on, 
W hich all owe their birth tothe warmth of the Sun: 
The world is to me in my dear Kir v's arms, 
And my love's the warm an that mult fall it with 
charms. 


| XIII. 

But leaving the fields and the groves, I retire 

To viſit the gardens, where art does conſpire 
With nature, to finiſh one beauteous Parterre: 
But heay'n, in her face; has out · done them by far. 


XIV. Hen 
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þ + ) | 
Here various flowers {till paint the gay ſcene, 
And as ſome fade and die, others bud and look green; 
The charms of my Kir rx are conſtant as they 
Her virtues will bloom as her beauties decay. 


XV. 
y I fit on the ground, and reclining my head, 
Repoſe amongſt flowers, a ſweet-ſmelling bed! 
A ſweet- ſmelling bed; yet ah! nothing ſo ſweet, 
As KitrTy's dear boſom, my balmy retreat. 


XVI. 
As I gaze on the river that ſmoothly'glides by, 
Thus even and ſweet in her temper, I cry; 
Thus clear is her mind, thus calm and ſerene, 
And virtues, like gems, at the bottom are ſeen. 


„ 
But in vain I compare her, here's nothing ſo bright, 
And night now approaches, and hinders my ſight : 
To bed I muſt haſten, and there all her charms, 
In ſofter ideas, I'll bring to my arms. 


will 


LY 


W: 
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To Mrs. A. H. occaſſoned by ſeeing * 


Seala L E TTE R with the ' Impreſſpon of a 
CUPID. 


HUS from your eyes united beams conſpire, 

To kindle in our ſouls a pleaſing fire 
Each ſoftening heart diſſolves within its breaſt, 
And love, as on this wax, is there impreſt: 
And when it has once the dear impreſſion took, 
Till death ir holds, as this, does till it's broke. 


WR RNS E S 
Occaſioned by 
A Viſit expected from the Right Ho- 


nourable the Counteſs of HART FORD, 
to the Honourable Lady Howe, at 


— „ in Glouceſter Aire. 


don 


I. 
ISE, riſe, my raptur'd muſe, ariſe! 
Sound ev'ry tuneful ſtring: 
HaRTForD prepares to bleſs our eyes 
In notes ſublime her welcome ſing. 


-_ 


II. Ye 
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II. 
Ye ſhady woods, ye groves ſerene, 
Whole pleaſing walks invite, 
Adorn ye in your lovelieſt green, 
To give the fair delight. 


III. 
Ye warbling queriſters around, 
Your choiceſt notes prepare; 
With wild, yet ſweet, harmonious ſound 
Regale the liſtening fair. 


IV. 
More ſweetly ſmile, ye beauteous flow'rs, 
With richer odours greet; 
Her ſmiles ſtill fairer are than yours, 
Her breath more balmy ſweet. 


V. *% 
And thou, bright planer of the day, 
In all thy glories ſhine ; 
Leſt from her eyes a brighter ray 
Obſcure the light of thine. 


"MI. 
Ye various beauties which adorn 
This mourning, rural Seat; 
Now, now let all your charms be worn, 
For her your gricfs forget. 


D 2 The 
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The ARRIVAL. 


J. 
HE comes, the Venus of our iſle! 
Cyprus ne'er ſaw fo fair a thing; 
The loves and graces round her ſmile, 
The wond'ring muſe admires the while, 
Admures, but fears to ſing. 


II. 
Sce! where ſhe walks the groves conſpire 
In cloſer ſhades to grow; 
And trees whoſe lofcier trunks aſpire, 
Bow down their heads, and ſeem t' admire, 
And envy ſhrubs below. 


III. 
The birds too leaving neſts and young, 
Fly down to gaze on her; 
From buſh to buſh they hop in throngs, 
And entertain her with their ſongs, 
Devoid of wonted fear. 


IV. 
When in the garden ſhe arrives, 

The ſmiling ſcene ſeems bleſt; 
Each withering flow'r a while revives, 
And thoſe in bud put out their leaves 

To ſee ſo fair a gueſt. 
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V. 
The ſun too ſeems with brighter ray 
T' adorn the lovely ſcene ; 
But it's her eyes augments the day, 


Her preſence makes the proſpect gay, 
O Phebus! more than thine. | 


VI. 
Ev'n the lov'd Lady of the place, 
So long with grief oppreſt, 
More chearful ſeems, which from her face, 
Diffuſes gladneſs round the place, 
And joy thro” ev'ry breaſt. 


The DEPARTURE. 


I. 
* tranſient is the date 
Of ſublunary joys; 
And thoſe we higheſt rate, 
The ſooneſt leave our eyes: 
This truth we prove: O muſe, in ſadneſs flow, 
The fair prepares, ſo ſoon prepares to go! 


3 
See how the groves around 
A gloomier green put on; 
And leaves upon the ground; 
Like dropping tears fall down. 
The ſighing winds thro' ev'ry buſh make moan; 
The trees ſeem toſs'd with grief, and bend, and groan, 
D 3 III. The 
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| | 
The pretty wond'ring Birds, 
Tho! filent, ſeem in pain; 
And range the groye in herds 
To find her out again: 
Returning, penſive on ſome naked bough 
They fir, and think (if Birds can think) on you. 


IV. 
The flow'rs which but juſt now 
In lovelieſt colours ſhone, 
Fade, and droop, and bow, 
As if their ſun was gone; 
Tis ſudden grief which thus their charms impairs, 
To loſe the luſtre they receiy'd from her's. 


," 
The ſun too ſeems to ſhine 
Leſs warm, and far leſs bright: 
O Harrtrosp ! loſing thine, 
He loſes half his light. 
A cloudy veil too hides from us his face, 
And ſhow'rs of ſorrow drown this mournful place. 


VI. 
Couprox, which juſt began, 
Its native charms to ſhew, 
Relapſing now again 
In mourning ſeems for you: 
In careleſs grief its clouded beauties lie, 
Which lately ſo delighted every eye. 


THE 
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THE | 
PETITION. 


I. 
T7” E various ſuppliants which addreſs 
Their pray'rs to heaven on bended knees, 
All hope alike for happineſs, 
Yer each petition diſagrees. 
Fancy, not judgment, conſtitutes their bliſs : 
The wiſe, no doubt, will ſay the ſame of this. 


II. 
Ve gods, if you remember right, 
Some eighteen years ago 
A form was made divinely bright, 
And ſent for us t' admire below: 
I firſt diſtinguiſh'd her from all the reſt, 
I hope you'll therefore think my title beſt, ; 
And, to reward my judgment, with her make me 
bleſt. 3 
III. 
I ask not heaps of ſhining gold; 
No, if the gods vouchſafe 
My longing arms thay het infold, 
I'm rich, I'm rich enough! 
Riches at beſt can hardly give content; 
But having her, what is there I cati want? 


4. IV. I 


P 
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IV. 
Lask not with a pompous train 
Of honours, all the world t' out-braye ; 
The title I wau'd wiſh to gain, 
Is, —Her moſs fav'rite Slave. 
To bow'to her a greater bliſs would be 
. Than kings and princes bowing down to me. 


V. 
To rule the world with power ſupreme, 
Let meaner ſouls aſpire ; 
To pain the ſov'reignty from them 
I ſtoop not to deſire: 
Give me to reign ſole monarch in her breaſt ; 
Let petty princes for the world conteſt. 


VI. 
Let libertines who take delight 


In riot and excels, 
Thus waſte the day, thus ſpend the night, 


Whilſt I ro joys ſublimer preſs : 
Claſp'd in her ſnowy arms ſuch bliſs I'd prove, 
As never yet was found, or felt, in love. 


VII. 

In ſhort, I ask you not to live 

A tedious length of days; 

Old age can little pleaſure give, 

When health and ſtrength decays: 
Let but what time J have be ſpent with her's, 
Each moment will be worth a thouſand years. 
THE 
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THE 


ENQUIR Y. 
A FABLE. 


Humbly Inſcribed to 


My Lord BEAUCHA MV. 


HE kingly ruler of the plain, 
Juſt ent'ring on his ſayage reign, 
To grace his coronation feaſt, 
Sent and invited ev'ry beaſt ; 
And ſoon the royal cave beheld, 
With all his various ſubjects fill'd: 
For leagues of peace were lately made, 
And lambs and wolves together play'd: 
Foxes and tim'rous hares agree 
With dogs, their ancient enemy. 
And now a ſumptuous table ſpread, 
Friendly they altogether fed; 
And having din'd, fit ſtill and pratc 
Familiarly of this and that ; 
Till with a kind, yet ſerious, look, 
The king, deſiring audience, ſpoke. 


My friends, and loving ſubjects all, 
** Who've kindly thus obey'd my call, 


' 
' 
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«] give you thanks : and now I crave 

* Your further kindneſs to receive. 

I'm ſeated on the throne, you ſee, 

<< In peaceable tranquility z | 

No cares of war diſturb my breaſt 

«© With taxes you are not oppreſt : 

6“ This life I'll therefore ſpend in joy; 

«© None ſhall be happier than I. 

«© But leſt I ſhould purſue falſe bliſs, N 


« What I would aſk of you is this; 
& To tell me bat iruePLEASURE 55. 


The Beaſts ſcem'd pleas'd with this requeſt , 
Each thought he could adviſe him belt : 
And ſtriving who ſhould ſilence break, 
They all at once roſe up to ſpeak ; 
Till by his Majeſty's command, 
Their forward zeal was ſoon reſtrain'd ; 
Who calmly bidding them fit down, 
And let him hear them one by one, 
Th' impatient Monkey thus begun. f 


e Pleaſure, my Liege, is free from ſtrife, 
„To lead a thoughtleſs, eaſy life: 
« Airy, and wild, and brisk, and gay, 
LJTo ſing, and dance, and laugh, and play. 
Nov following this, now that, and that; 
& And, ſo't be new, no matter what. 
Free from all rules of juſt and fir, 
to miſchief firſt, then laugh at it; 
This is diverſion, pleaſure, wit. 
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The Afs was here provok'd to riſe, 
And gravely thus bray'd his advice. 
« If, ſaid he, real pleaſure is 
« In ſuch buffoonery as this, 


« Then beaus and ſmarts amongſt mankind, 
& Are in their notions moſt refin'd; 


« Bur well we know by men of ſenſe, 

« They're tax'd with vain impertinence. 
I therefore think true pleaſure lies 

<« (If I may be thought fit t'adviſe) 

« In careleſs indolence and eaſe, 

« Not ſuff ring any thing to teaze: 

“ Regardleſs what th' ambitious fly at, 

« So we're but undiſturb'd and quiet; 

« Well knowing 'tis but to attain 

« More eaſe, that they're at ſo much pain: 
« And he's more happy, none can doubt it, 
* Who's eaſy without taking pains about it. 


Now roſe the Hog, and with a grunt, 
&« Pleaſure, cry'd he, they know nought on'r. 
« A life trail'd on in lazineſs, 
“Can only ſuit a ſtupid Afs 
“ And fool'd away in Monkey mirth, 
It's really full as little worth: 
“For doing nothing worthy fame, 
And doing nothing-'s much the ſame. 
* But if you'd real pleaſure know, 
Let gen'rous liquor ſmiling flow; 
In jovial crews ſpend every hour, 
And drink, and ſing, and rant, and roar. 
« Thus 
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« Thus every care will fink and drown, 

« Whilſt mirth and joy runs laughing round: 
&« T ſeem a monarch while I drink ſo; 

& And you'll be a God, if you but think fo. 


Here burſt the Goat into a laugh, 
And thus beginning with a ſcoff, 
“ Doubtleſs, ſaid he, it muſt be fine, 
T' exalt a naſty dirty ſwine 
“ To ſuch a height in fancying, 
« As to believe himſelf a king. 
&« But that which thus perverts our ſenſes, 
% Can have, I think, but ſmall pretences 
« To recommend it to our favour, 
« As pleaſure of the trueſt flavour. 
« Nature, methinks, ſhould guide in this, 
«© Who ſeems t' have ſhewn the higheſt bliſs, 
e In having plac'd the ſweeteſt guſt, 
In gratifying natural Juſt. 
And that 'tis the ſublimeſt joy 
& I think's fo plain none can deny: 
© Witneſs the mad tormenting pain, 
'<« When diſappointed, we ſuſtain 
« Witneſs how eagerly we preſs on 
* Witneſs our raptures in poſſeſſion. 


But here the Leopard, riſing ſlow, 
Expos'd his beauteous ſpots to ſhow, 
And with a grave majeſtick face, 
Thus gave his verdict in the caſe. 

e Pleaſure conſiſts not in ſuch ſhort, 
e Imperfect, tranſitory ſport z 


« Of 


f 
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« Of which, the pains we're at to get it, 
« O'erpays the bliſs when we come at it: 
« Nor can it e'er be call'd true joy, 
&« With ſuch a mixture of alloy. 
« No; that mult be the moſt refin'd 
« Which moſt exalts and charms the mind; 
« And nothing ſure more charming is 
Than honour, pomp, and dignities 
“Than grandeur, and magnificence 
« Than ſumptuous trains, and vaſt expence ; 
“ Than place, diſtinction, and preferment, 
And when we die a grand interment. 


At this the Horſe with noble look, 
Raiſing his creſted neck, thus ſpoke. 
That merit ſhould be rais'd on high, 
* I think's ſo juſt, none can deny; 
But he who places all his bliſs, 
„In the external pomp of this, 8 
* Knows not what greatneſs, nor what pleaſure is. 
His judgment errs as much ar leaſt, 
« As his who thinks that painting beſt, 5 
«* Which is in gaudieſt colours dreſt: 
Of both we may affirm the ſame, 
Their raſte lies only in the gilded frame. 
{© I grant preferment, honour, place, 
Are riſing ſteps to happineſs; 
but whilſt we're upwards thus aſpiring, 
We're anxious ſtill, and {till deſiring, 
To act with an unbounded will, 
Can only our defires fulfil; 

«« Whence 
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«© Whence the higheſt bliſs in my opinion, 
<< Muſt be in power and dominion. 


Thus all their various ſenſe expreſt, 
And each advis'd what he thought belt; 
But ſtill, what cach as beſt eſteem'd, 
Was by the next that ſpoke condemn'd. 
Mean while the ſavage monarch fate 
Attentive to the warm debate; 
The nature ſaw, without diſguiſe, 
Of every beaſt in his advico- 
But ſoon the diſputants grew rude, | 
Confuſion, noiſe, tumultuous feud, 
Enrage the jarring multitude : 
Till weary'd out, the roy al beaſt 
Thus ſpoke, and ſilenc'd all the reſt. 


&« Ceaſe, ceaſe your vain contention ceaſe 
“ Your ſhallow ſchemes of happineſs ; 
Which only have confirm'd me more, 
& 'Tis where I thought it was before. 
0 Greatneſs is no eſtabliſhment 
4 Of real bliſs, or true content; 
Luxurious banquets ſoon diſguſt ; 
„We're quickly pall'd with ſenſual luſt. 
* VigTve alone can give true joy! 
«© The ſweets of VirTue never cloy : 
<< To take delight in doing good, 
< In juſtice, truth, and gratitude ; 
In aiding thoſe whom cares oppreſs, 
** Admin'ſtring comfort to diſtreſs; 


ſe, 
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„ Theſe, theſe are joys which all who * 
« Anticipate the bliſs above; 
«© Theſe are the joys, and theſe. alone, 
«© We ne'er repent, or wiſh undone. 


He ſpoke: the beaſts without delay, 
Role from their feats, and ſneak'd away. 


lee et... 


» ꝗF 


The DEVIL is a Du N ck. 
AT AL E. 


If Rome can pardon |} fins: as Romans Hold; 

And if thoſe pardons may be bought and ſold, 

It were no fin t adore and worſhip gold. 
ROCHESTER. 


WEI hd wa. TY II — * A n 


T happen'd on a certain time, 
Two Seignioras, who the prime 
Of youth had ſpent in wickedneſs, 
Came to his holineſs to confeſs; 
Of which, the one had riches ſtore, 
The other (wicked wretch !) was poor. 
But both grown old, had now a mind 
To die in peace with all mankind; 
And go to heaven a nearer way 
Than thoſe who all their life-time. pray: 
Which may affected be they hope, 
By buying pardon of the Pope. 
So calling freſh to mind their ſins, 
The rich offender thus begins, 


«« Moſt 
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* Moſt holy father I have been, . 

J muſt confeſs, in many a fin. 

All laws divine I've thought a joke; 

% All human laws for intereſt broke. 

* And to encreaſe my ill-got ſtore, 

«© Thought it no crime t' oppreſs the poor, 

+ To cheat the rich, betray my friends, 

Or any thing to gain my ends. 

* But row grown old, and near to die, 

<« do repent me heartily. | 

Of all my vile offences paſt, 

& And in particular thelaſt, 

«© By which I wickedly beguil'd, 

« A dead friend's fon, my guardian child, 

« Of all his dear paternal ſtore, 

& Which was ten thouſand pounds or more; 

* Who fince is ſtarv'd to death by want, 

* And now ſincerely I repent : 

&© Which that your holineſs may ſee, 

« One half the ſum I've brought with me, 

« And thus I caſt it at your feet, 

<< Diſpoſe of it as you think meet, 

© To pious uſes, or your own, 

T hope *rwill all my faults attone. 


Friend, quoth the Pope, I'm glad to ſee 
*© Such true repentance wrought in thee ; 
But as your fins are very great, 
Lou have but half repented yet: 
Nor can your pardon be obtain'd, 
Unleſs the whole which thus you've gain'd. | 
** To pious uſes be ordain'd. 


« All! 


"The Muß in LIVE AV. 
« All! cry d the man; I thought: that half 
ce Had been a Pretay price — | 


« Nay, queth the Pope, Sir, if you hum 
« And haw at parting with the ſum, 
“Go, keep is, do; and damn yeux ſoul: 
« I tell you I muſt have the whole. 
« ?Tis not a little thing Proceed 
« A pardon for ſuch fins as yours.” 
Well, — xathes than be doom d to go, 
To dwell with everlaſting woe, 
One would give any thing you know : 
So th' other half was thrown down. to't, 
And then he ſoon gbtain'd. his {wt ; 
A pardon for his ſins was given, 
And home he went, aſſur d of heaven. 


And now the poor man bends his knee; 
« Moſt holy father pardon me, 
«A poor and humble penitent, Y 
« Who all my fubſtance vilely ſpent, 
In every wanton, youthful pleaſure 3 
« But now I ſuffer out of meaſure ; 


« With dire diſeaſes being fraught, | 
And eke ſo poor, not worth a groat. 
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« Poor, quoth the Pope, then ceaſe your ſuit, 


Indeed you may as well be mute; 
© Forbear your now too late contrition, 
« You're in a reprobate conditign, 


„What! ſpend your wealth, and from the whole 


Not fave one. ſquſe tg fave yaur foul ! 
E 


O 
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« O you're a ſinner, and a hard one, 

« | wonder you can ask a pardon: | 

« Friend, they're not had unleſs you buy em, 
« You're therefore damn'd, as ſure as I am — 
© Vicegerent to the King of Heaven : 

« No, no, ſuch fins can't be forgiven. 


« I cannot ſave you if I wou'd, 
Nor would I do it if I could. 


Home goes the man in deep deſpair, 

And dy'd ſoon after he came there; 

And went, *tis ſaid, to Hell; but ſure 

He was not damn'd for being poor! 

But long he had not been below, 

Before he ſaw his friend come too; 

At this he was in great ſurprize, 

And ſcarcely could believe his eyes: 

« What, friend, ſaid he, are you come too? 


&« I thought the Pope had pardon'd you. 
« Yes, quoth the man, I thought ſo too: 
« But 1 was by the Pope trepan'd, — 

« The Devil could not read his hand. 


An EPISTLE to my Friend . B 


HY, Jack, how now? J hear ſtrange tories, 
How Molly-- what-d'ye-callt your whore is: 
Hold, — blot that word ; — rhyme forc'd it in, 
Your dear kind miſtreſs, Sir, I mean: 
And people ſay, but whiſper that, 
That ſhe, poor foul ! is big with brat. 


The MUSE in LivVERY. 
If this, as I believe, is true, 
In what a curſed caſe are you! 
You muſt the Child maintain and father, 


Or hang, or marry, which you'd rather: 
Contounded choices all, I vow : 


But you nce'er dream'd of theſe till now. 
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Theſe thoughts, alas! were ne er in your head, 


Th unlucky feat was done hand o'er head: 
Reaſon was then cſteem'd a baſtard, 

True pleaſure's foe, a fearful daſtard, 

And by ſtiff. paſſion over-maſter'd. 

But don't you think yourſelf an aſs, 

To vent your ſpleen upon a laſs; 

A filly unexperienc'd girl, 

Who, you might ſwear, in time wou'd tell. 
Beſides you might, better than there, 

Have ſpit your venom you know where; 
And then no further harm had come on't; 
Now you muſt reap the fruit of ſome on . 

O bitter fruit! to thoſe that taſte it; 

You've cauſe to pray that heav'n may blaſt it, 
And from the tree abortive caſt it. 

For ſhou'd the wicked embrion, 

(As all ill weeds are apt) come on 

The Lord have mercy on poor John / 

Who'll then be curſedly ſurrounded 

With noiſe and ſquall; and quite confounded 


With highting, dancing, jumping, jowling, 


And th' hatctul noiſe of cradle rowling : 
Now deaf d with mammy's lullaby, 


In conſort with the peeviſh cry 
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Of ſqueaking, ſqualling, roaring brat, 
Enough to make one tear one's hat. 


Then (to ſay nothing of the ſhame 

It brings unhappy dad and mam) 

Your filver will be ever flying; 

Something or other always buying: 

Clouts, blankets, barrows, hippins, ſwaddles ; 

Fine painted gewgaws, corals, rattles, | 
Caps, aprons, bibs, white frocks, and mantling, 

To cloath the little ſ n bantling. 


On th' other fide, when pregnant foetus 
Breaks from the womb with ftrong impetus, 
And comes into this world of grief, 

(O that it ne'er may come with life!) 
There's fuch a hurry, ſuch a pother ! 

Old wives and midwives one with th' other; 
Such cating, drinking, and devouring ; 
Such waſhing, rinſing, ſcrubbing, ſcouring ; 
Such waiting, running, and attending, | 
Thy purſe had need to have no ending. 


But hold, I run on hand o'er head, 
And quite forget poor Moll in bed. 
Ah John! the new- made granny cries, 8 
Behold my girl, with pitying eyes, 
See, fee, poor ſoul, how fick ſhe lies! 
How weak, how faint, and how decay'd; 
Some ſtrengthening cordials muſt be had 


Then 
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Then item this, and that — and that; 
And item — item — God knows what; 
For mammy ſome, and ſome for brat. 


And now look back again, and view 
The miſchiefs thou haſt run into; 
Led blindly on by ſinful paſſion, 
(God knows ! ) and ſmall conſideration! 
See What a num' rous train of plagues 
Attend upon the damn'd intrigues 
Of that part of the female ſex ! 
See, and beware their future wiles, 
Fly, fly their falſe deluding ſmiles; 
Shun 'em as baſilisks, whoſe eyes 
Dart wounds, and he that's wounded dies. 
Fly their temptations, fly their charms, 
Fly their damn'd deceitful arms. 
Avoid them as the plague or pox, 
Shun 'em as precipices, rocks 
Dire rocks! near which whoever came, 
Was ſure to ſplit, and fink, and damn. 


—_— a * Ah. CI * 


ASI MIL E. 


F TEN, dear friend, I've laugh'd to ſec, 
And ſo have you as well as me, 

On Sunday, in your little towns, 

How ſpruce appear the country clowns. 

Dick, Fack, and Tom are dreſt moſt fine; 

And how the laſſes faces ſhine ! 

E 3 Gafter 
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Gaffer and Gammer too put on 
Their beſt apparel, hoſe, and ſhoon: 


All, old and young, in roaſtmeat cloaths, 


To church repair, like belles and beaus: 
There plac'd in rows, they fit and ſigh, 
And lift their hands and eyes on high, 

In raptures all, they know not why. 
From noiſe and ſound their joys proceed, 
Good ſenſe will never do the deed; 

But Nonſenſe utter'd in a tone, 

Is ſure to fetch a pious groan ; 

To hear the reyv'rend vicar hollow, 

And from his throat damnation bellow, 


With threat'ning look and great emotion, 


Lord, how it heightens their devotion ! 
To hear him preach of incarnation, 

Or rail at tranſubſtantiation, 

Election, and predeſtination : 

To hear him tell the juſt affinity 
Betwixt the perſons of the Trinity; 
And make full eaſily agree 
Omniſcience and freo agency: 


'Tho' points which he poor man's as ſhort in, 


As I ſhould be to tell your fortune ; 
And which they underſtand as EY 
As if he preach'd to them in Dutch - 
Yet he's a ſcholar, they admire him; 
He preaches juſt as they deſire him: 


Tis ſound, not ſenſe, which warms their hearts, 


And tones and accents ſhew his parts. 


So 


$0 
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So have I ſeen at modern opera's, 

As great a zcal for greater fopperies. 

Here the grand monde in crowds reſort, 

And chairs and coaches joſtle for't : 

The pit and boxes gradual fill ; 

The ſhow begins, and all are ſtill. 

Firſt recitativo's hum drum noiſe 

Their liſtening ears a-while employs; 

Then SexEes1no, or La STRADA, 

Begins ha, ha, — and all run mad-a: 

They're raptur'd, loſt in extaſy | | 

And bravo, bravo, bravo! cry, 

Not one in ten tho' knows for why. 


To the Honourable Lady Howe, upon the Death 
of her Husband Sir RIicHARD HOWE Bart. 
who died July 2. 1730. after they had lived 
together upwards of Fifty Tears. 


_ 17 
H E's gone! the great good man is gone ! 
No power on earth could fave : 
The will of heaven at laſt is done; 


This night conveys him to the grave. 


II. 
But let this thought alleviate 
The ſorrows of your mind: 
He's gone; — but he is gone ſo late, 
You can't be long behind. 


E 4 III. Heav'n 
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* III. Si 
Heav'n ſaw your love, was very Ioath 
To part ſo bleſt a pair, 
Till it was time to take you both, 
That cach might equal ſhare. 


Iv. 
As well in heaven, as en earth, 
The joys which each poſſeſsd; 
Knowing that either, whilft alone, 
Wou' d even in heaven but half be bleſs'd. 


1 FR" = a =_ * —_—_— 
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To my Friend Mr. WRIGH T, «pox his com- 
mending ſomething I had wrote. 


\AY, was the real merit of my lays 
The happy motive of your gen'rous praiſe ? 
Or did your partial friendſhip in each line, 
Too much indulge the muſe becauſe twas mine? 
Yes, yes, twas ſo; the firſt can nc'er be true; 
Tis hard to pleaſe a judge and critick too. 


aa di. _— a 4a FYTY — — _ 


RELIGION. A SIMILE. 


2 often drawn to make a ſtop, 

And gaze upon a picture- hop. 

There have I ſeen (as who that tarrics 

Has not the ſame?) a head that varies; 

And as in diffrent views expos'd, | 

A different figure is diſclos'd, 
| TH | This 
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This way a fools head is expreſs d, 

Whoſe very countenance is a jeſt; 

Such as were formerly at court 

Kept to make the wifer people ſport. 

Turn it another way you'll have, 
A face ridiculouſly grave, 
Something betwixt the fool and knave. 

Again, but alter the poſition, 

You're frighted with the apparition : 

A hideous threat'ning Gotgon head 

Appears, enough to fright the dead. 

But place it in its proper light, 

A lovely face accofts the ſight; 

Our eyes are charm'd with every feature, 

And own the whole a beautcous creature. 


Thus true religion fares : For when 
By filly, or deſigning men, 
In falſe or fooliſh lights xis plac'd, 
'Tis made a bugbear, or a jeſt: 
And men, firit led the truth ro doubt on't, 
Are after, laugh'd and jeſtod out on't. 
Here by a ſet of men *tis thought 
A ſcheme, by politicians wrought, 
To ftrengthen and enforce the law, 
And keep the vulgar more in awe: 
And theſe, to ſhew ſublimer parts, 
Caſt all religion from theit hearts; 
Brand all their yor'ries as the tools 
Of pricſts, and politician's Fools. 


Some 
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Some view it in another light, 
Leſs wicked, but as fooliſh quite: 
And theſe are ſuch as blindly place it 
In ſuperſtitions that diſgrace it; 
And think the eſſence of it lies 
In ceremonious fooleries: 
In points of faith and ſpeculation, 
Which tend to nothing bat vexation. 
With theſe. it is a heinous crime 
To cough or ſpit in ſermon- time: 
*Tis worſe to whiſtle on a Sunday 
Than cheat their neighbours on a Monday 
To dine without firſt ſaying grace, is 
Enough to loſe in heaven their places: 
But goodneſs, honeſty, and virtue, 
Is what they've not the leaſt regard to. 


Others there are, and not a few, 
Who place it in the bug-bear view: 
Think it conſiſts in ſtrange ſeverities; 
In faſtings, weepings, and auſterities. 
Falſe notions their weak minds poſſeſs, 
Of faith, and grace, and holineſs: 
And as the lord's of purer eyes 
'Than to behold iniquities, 
They think, unleſs they're pure and ſpotleſs, 
All their endeavours will be bootleſs; | 
And dreadful furies in æternum, 
In unconſuming fires will burn *em. 


But, O how happy are the few, 
Who place it in its proper view! 
To 
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To theſe it ſhines divinely bright, 
No clouds obſcure its native light; 
Truth ſtamps conviction in the mind, 0 
All doubts and fears caſt are behind, 
And peace and joy at once an entrance find. 


Upon finding the two following Lines 
tranſcrib d by a Lady: 


When ſome with cold ſuperior looks redreſs, 
Relief ſeems inſult, and confirms diftreſs. 


HE beautiful contraſt to theſe two lines, 

Reigns in your breaſt, in all your actions ſhines: 
With other's woes your ſuffering ſoul is grieved, 
Your aid and pity is at once receiv'd; 0 
Diſtreſs is pleaſant to be ſo reliev'd. 


ku 


The GUARDIAN ANGEL. 


| I. 
E HE ſun had now withdrawn his glim'ring 


beams, 
And bluiſh miſts began to riſe 
From the low valcs, and from the cooling ftreams, 
A pleaſing ſtillneſs by degrees came on; 
And not one ſingle breeze, 
With the leaſt wave diſturb'd the ſilent trees 


The 
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The cooing doves had ccas'd their am'rous moan, 
And all the winged quire to reſt were gone. 
Soft huſhing mutmurs iſſu'd from the floods, 
Eccho lay dead in all the ſilent woods: 

Nature herſelf was hafh'd, and ſeem'd to ſtand 
Attentive, liſtening to ſome great command. 


| "oF 
The lovely proſpect charm'd me out alone, 
A pleaſing contemplation led me on: 
Wrap'd in extatick thought I rove, 
And view the ſolemn ſcene, 
All ſilent and ſerene, 
Nor ſtopp'd, till in the middle of a Grove: 
A gloomy grove, whoſe awful ſhade, 
By rocks impervious, and thick branches made, 
A mixture of delight and horror had. 
Admiring here, with mute ſurprize, 
Nature's inexplicable prodigics; 
Sudden, a diſmal grone 1 hear, 
And mournful ſighs ſucceeding wound mine car. 
Softly advancing tow*rds the doleful ſound, 
I ſpy'd, beneath a ſpreading oak, 
 Stretch'd on the naked ground, 
A youth, whoſe grief profound, 
His heaving breaſt and troubled motions ſpoke. 


III. 
Compaſſion in my breaſt aroſe. 
Methought I felt his woes ! 


lis 
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His frequent ſighs, 
And guſhing tears ſurprize, 
With ſympathetick grief, my trickling eyes. 
A ſettled forrow dwelt upon his look ; 
Diſtreſs, and dire deſpair, 
O'erwhelm his ſoul with anxious care: 
A ſmother*'d diſcontent, . 
Was in his throbbing boſom peat - 
And hopeleſs quite of all relief, 
Stupid he ſeem'd, with ſilent grief, 
Till thus, at laſt, to eaſe his lab'ring mind, he fpoke. 


IV. 

« Ye Gods! and muſt I thus for ever live? 
« Will no kind power my woes relieve ? 
« Helpleſs, forlorn, abandon'd to deſpair, 

« A hopeleſs wretch I wander here; 

« Expos'd to penury and want, 

« A poor unhappy mendicant, 
« To whom no pitying hand vouchſafes relief, 
No pitying eye looks down upon my grief. 
« What have I done? ye cruel powers, 
* Who guide this ſtrange, unequal world of ours 
What have I done? that on my deſtin'd head, 
«* Your wrath thus heavy falls, your choiceſt plagues 

are ſhed ? 


V. 
« Oh! was it not enough to make me poor? 
« Why muſt this curſe be ſtill augmented more? 
* Why, but to finiſh me a wretch, was join'd 


Jo ſuch a narrow fate, a boundleſs mind? 
| « When 
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« When you my fortune made ſo low, 
« Had you but made my mind ſo tod, 
« A chearful life I might have led, 
«© With pleaſure lab'ring for my daily bread, 
« Bur, O perverſe! you in my mind have plac'd 
A reliſh of thoſe joys, 
« From virtue, truth, and knowledge which ariſe, 
4 Yet cruelly deny'd me power to. taſte: 
In hell *tis thus 
« With wretched TAxTALus: 
“ Fair apples tempt his lips, yet from them fly; 
« Clearftreams provoke his thirſt, yet leave him dry, 
« But I, more wretched, even from my birth, 
« Endure this hell, am tantaliz'd on carth. 
« Learning's clear ſtreams my thirſt invite; 
4 The tree of knowledge grows within my ſight; 
<« But when I beg to drink, or taſte the fruit, 
e Not having where withal 
To pay for what call, 
&« In vain I ask, I'm forc'd to ceaſe my ſuit. 


VI. 


e And muſt it thus, ye Gods, for ever be? 
« Will no kind power extend its arm to me? 
« For ever muſt I thus remain a ſlave; 
« O rather ſend me quickly to the grave. 

« What pleaſure can I have, what joy in life! 
« Surrounded thus with poverty and want ; 
« My high deſires with my low fate at ſtri fe, 
« Thoſe ſtill deſiring what this cannot grant. 
« O why is this my fate? 
« This very worſt eſtate! 

cc Say, 
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c Say, ye great Gods, who all our thoughts foreſee, 
« Should I, was any one to favour me, 
« Or undeſerving or ungrateful be? 
« Riches corrupt the mind, I grant; 
& Bur a ſmall competence is all I want, 
&« Would this my virtue taint ? 
« Oh! if it would, if you're appriz'd of this, 
| Still let my fate be wretched as it is: 
« Bur if *twould only furniſh me with power, 
« 'T” encreaſe my knowledge and my virtue more; 
If this appears, without diſguiſe, 
« As ſure it does to your all- ſeeing eyes, 
“The genuine motive of my ſmall petition, 
« O grant my ſuit, ye Gods, and mend my poor 
condition |! 
VII. 
He ceas d; and lo! a ſudden light 
Shot ſmiling thro the gloom, diſpers'd the ſhades 
of night ; 
The rocks and trees around with brightneſs ſhone, 
Brightneſs before unknown! 
Celeſtial fragancies pertume the air; 
All ſhew the preſence of ſome angel there. 
And now before his wondring eyes, 
A heavenly form deſcends, and gently bids him riſe: 
Charm'd with the ſound, 
Trembling he riſes from the ground, 
Quick beats his heart with new- born hopes and joys. 
Raiſing his head, at once his raptur'd fight 
Is ſtruck with awe, and raviſh'd with delight! 
Surpriſing dignity, majeſtick grace; 
With ſmiling 3 mix'd, adorns her face. 
| A noble 
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A noble grandeur forms her 6utward mein, 
Coœleſtial vixtues dart their glories from _ 
A kind benevolence, a heavenly love, 

With gen rous pity in her boſom move. 
Goodneſs divine: appear d in every look, 
And * with grace ineflable, the ſpoke | 


VIII. 
„ Blams not Is Gods, young man, for what they've 
« Their 2 tho? to you unknown, 
Are doubtleſs juſt : beſides, thou canſt not ſee 

* Whart-they may yet deſign for thee ; 
« Virtue is certainly their care, | 2 


« If thou art truely ſo, no more deſpair; 
«© Behold, thy Guaxnian ANGEL here. 
She fooke, and dartcd ſhining thro the wood, 
The youth tranſported, in amazement. ſtood. 
And now beneath her care he lives at calc, 

His prefent, wants ſupply'd, 

Nor future hopes deny'd, 

His anxious troubles ecalc, 

is griefs ſubſide in peace; 

And all his care for bleſſings ſuch as theſe, 
1s ran gratitude . to honour, ſerve, and 
* e. 


7⁰ 


WE V 


d 


The Mus E in LIVERY. 69 


n » 
— rs — — , — — os 1 


7⁰ Sir Griffith iBoyinon'Z Bar. 


ND is it me, my muſe, does Borx rox praiſe ? 
So great a man approve thy infant lays? - 

Ceafe then thy fears, nor dread the critick's frown , 
Applauſe from him alone is great renown. 
From him! ſo nice a judge and critick known, 
Might fill ev'n Pop himſelf with pride to own. 
Henceforth I'll fearleſs tune the trembling lyre, 
And bolder notes and loftier flights aſpire; 
No more diſtruſt my muſe's power to fly, 
Since uncondemn'd ſhe has paſs'd the niceſt eye. 


But ſay, O grateful muſe! not only praiſe, 
The poor reward of poets now-a-days ; 
That empty favour not ſuffic'd a mind 
More truly great, more gen'rouſly inclin'd : 
His condeſcending goodneſs deign'd to ſhew, 


What he thought worthy praiſe, he would encou- 


rage too. 


Now fain in gratitude I'd ſomething ſay, 
But humble thanks are all I have to pay; 
Stay yet, my muſe, till more refin'd and ſtrong, 
Then ſing his praiſe who firſt approv'd thy ſong. 
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Wi rote upon the Cellar-Door at my 
Te H------- D's. 


ENCE more delicious ftreams of . flow, 
| Than Canaan's choiceſt rivers can beſtow ; 
Let Moss then alone be there a dweller, 
And let my Canaan be — Lord H=—»v's Cellar. 


. ttt. th. FIR 88 ah * * 


An Entertainment deſign d for the 

WEDDING of Governour 

'LOWT HER and Miſs PEN- 
N{NETON.. 


The SONG. 


ENCE, hence all dull cares, 
All onarrels and jars, | 
Ys factious diſturbers of pleaſure, avoid! 
Content, love, and joy 
Shall their powers employ, 
To bleſs the glad bridegroom, and beautiful bride, 
To bleſs the glad bridegroom, and beauriful bride- 
Anger ſhall ne'cr preſume 
To come within this room; 
No doubt nor anxious fear, 
Nor jealous thought ſhall enter here. 
IIl-nature, ill-manners, contention, and pride, 
Shall never, ſhall never the union divide, 


Shall never, ſhall never the union divide. 
O the 
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o the pleaſing, pleaſing raptures, 
Read | in Hymen's nuptial ere 

Love commencing, 

Joys diſpenſing; 

Beauty ſmiling, 
Wit beguiling; 
EKEindneſs charming, 

Fancy warming 5 


Kiſſing, toying, 
Melting, dying ; 


O the pleaſing, pleaſing raptures! 


\ As this Song ends, enter three young women, repre» 
== the three God eſſes ſox, Venus, and 
- Minexva. The Muſick plays a wild Sympa- 
thy, to which the Goddeſſes dance: After which 
— ETD bride one after another; V envs, 


25 Cxs rus, and — it, ſpeaks 
r 


| VENUS. 

Hail, happy fair ! bleſt favourite of love! 
The care of Gods and Goddeſſes above! 
Receive from Vexus' hand the magick Zone, 
Where all the ſecret charms of love are ſown, 8 
And join fair Venus” beautics to your own. 
A thouſand nameleſs graces hence ſhall riſe, 
Play on Jour breaſts, and wanton in your eyes: 
Vour ev'ry action beauty ſhall diſplay, 
And all you do ſhall pleaſe, and all you ſay. 
Fond love and gay deſires ſhall raiſe your charms, 
And more than mortal pleaſures fill your atms. 


F 2 N I- 
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"MINERVA. 

Hail, lovely virgin! "worthy of a God! 
With beauty thus, by beauty's queen endow'd; 
From me be bleſt with other powers to pleaſc, 
Gently to ſooth, and kindly to appeaſe. 

When love ſubſides, and beauty palls the ſenſe, 
Wit and Good-nature ſhall new charms diſpenſe. 
Perſwaſion ſoft ſhall dwell upon thy tongue, 
And mild forgiveneſs wait each little wrong. 
Gladneſs in thee ſhall ſtill augment his joy; 

His griefs thy ſympathizing grief ſhall tigh. 
This will ſecure his love, endear thy charms, 
And throw him oft with rapture in thy arms. 

. Theſe ſocial virtues will maintain thy ſway, 
When l 8 en flow'r ſhall dic away. 


FUNO. 


Wil wit and beauty's queens thee influence ſhed, 
'Tis left for me to bleſs the nuptial bed. 
Nor wit, nor beauty's charms, without an heir, 
Can blef s the marriage-ftate, nor make x happy pair. 
Mine be the care to crown your ſecret joys, 
A ſmiling progeny from thence ſhall riſe; 
With manly graces from their ſather bleſs'd, 
And all the female charms from thine impreſt 
Theſe ſhall the ſureſt bond of union prove; 
The ſeals and pledges of your mutual love. 


14 Venvs is advancing again to ſpeak, enter a 
boy or girl repreſenting Cuy1D, with his bow and 
quiver, who interrupting her, with an air of pert- 

'* wefs, raillery and boaſting, makes the following 


eech. 
1,92 l CUPID 


it ar PT Dri: 

Hold, hold, *tis my turn now to-put in, 
You've ſaid enough, Mamma, for nothing: 
Here you've all made a mighty pother, 
With J give this, and I give t' other; 
And after all, pray what's ſhe better 
For any thing that you've done at her? 

As * fair ſhe was, as bright ſhe ſhone, 
Before ſhe got your girdle on; 

Nor can it in the leaſt exalt her, 

*Bove what ſhe was long ſince at Wa'TER. 
And then for. wit and inward graces, 
Asking your pardon, ſhe ſurpaſſes 

Vour virtuous ſelf: And all you teach, 
She knew before ſhe heard you preach, 
Bur as to you || there, who pretend 
You'll in a certain caſe befriend ; 

Pray give your friendly aid elſewhere, 
Im ſure 'twill ne'cr be wanted here. 
No, Madam, — here's my bow and dart 
To your two peacocks and your cart ; 
That He and Skx their parts can do, 
Better than Juri ER and You, 


And thus, for any thing you've given, 
Yoy might as well all ſtay'd in heaven: 
As fair the was, as full of graces, 
Before ſhe ever ſaw your faces. 
The charms which you pretend t' have given, 
Are from another ſource deri ven: 


* To Venus. 4 To Minerva. || To Juno. 
| F 3 SCC 
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See the fair fountain # where they ſhine ! 
See where they flow amongſt a-num'rous line 


(I ſcorn to lye, tis not my way) 
Pye been your friend more than all they. 
They came pretending to beſtow © MAP. 
Thoſe graces which they'll fieal from vou. 
But I'm your friend, fair Lady, 1; 1 
And this, if any dare deny, Sa £ 
This bow and dart ſhall juſtify. 
But hear me firſt, then judge my TY 
By Love's and Truths impartial laws. 


And now, q believe me what I ſay, 


Cuyip the ConqQuexos's my name, 
The mighty God of love I am: 
Round the wide world I make my tour, 
And kings and princes feel my power. 
To beauty I'm a friend confeſs'd, 
Still ready with my bow t' aſſiſt. | 
Flying one night to Britain's court, 
Amongſt the belles and beaus to ſport, 
One fairer than the reſt I view, 
T thought *twas Venus, but 'twas You, 
”Tis Venus! lip, *tis Venus! eye; 
Why, what does ſhe do here, ſays I. Ce 4% 
If I djd'nt ſay ſo let me die. 
But ſoon your modeſt air and mien, 
Told me it was not beauty's queen: 


* Pointing to her mother and brothers. 
Aut lim tothe bride . 
N 
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No wonder fight at firſt did err, 
You're but in virtue known from her. 


And now I ſtrung my bow with art, 
And from my quiver choſe a dart: 
The beard was rough, the point was keen, 
Such ne*cr come out when once they're in. 
With joyful ſpeed away I flew, 
| Refoly'd to find one worthy you. 

The noble names which grace our iſle, 
Aſſemble in my mind a-while ; "8 
LowTaztx moſt charms my cars, a name 
With honour mention'd in the rolls of fame: 
Mongſt our great families there's none 
More worthy of you than your own. 

My bow I arm'd, and levelling true, 

With ſtrength and ſpeed the arrow flew ; 
And as it flew, theſe words I ſaid, 
Strike him with love, or firike him dead. 

And now his noble ſoul does move 4 
With all the tenderneſs of love: 

In him you may expect to find 

A husband loving, conſtant, kind; 

With virtues bleſt, with honours crown'd, 
And ſmiling plenty dancing round. 


As CueiD draws towards the concluſion of his 

* ſpeech, enters the Gop or MARRIAOE, who, 

with a grave and ſolemn air, pronounces his bleſ- 
figs upon em in the following words. | 


F 4 HY MEN. 
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Hail, happy pair! my bleſſmgs on you wait! 
Such pairs as you do honour to my ſtate. 
Let eaſe and plenty flow a conſtant tide, 
And love and joy your equal hours divide: 
Let rude misfortune never dare intrude, . 
To interrupt your bliſs and ſocial ſolitude. . 
When war tumultuous all the world alarms, '- + 
You unmoleſted ſhall enjoy the chan £ 
Of quiet peace, each in the other's arm. 
In her ſhall you, in you ſhall ſhe be bleſt; 
Each ſhall enjoy a heaven in either's breaſt, - 
Then ſhall compleat your bliſs a lovely boy, 
A ſmiling heir, the firſt · fruits of your joy, 0 
And LowTxrzx's name ſhall never, never dic. 
The 8 O N G. 
HEN hence all dull cares, 
All quarrels and jars, | 
Ye ſactious diſturbers of pleaſure, avoid! 
Content, love, and joy, | 
Shall their powers employ, 3; 
Jo bleſs the glad bridegroom, and beautiful bride, 
To bleſs the glad bridegroom, and beautiful bride. 
Anger ſhall ne er preſume 
To come within this room; 
No doubt nor anxious fear 
Nor jealous thought ſhall enter here. 
Ill-nature, ill-manners, contention, and pride, 
Shall never, ſhall never the union divide, 
Shall never, ſhall never the union divide. 
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O the pleaſing, pleaſing raptures, 
Read in Hymen's nuptial chapters! ; 
Love commencing, 
Joys diſpenſing ; 
Beauty ſmiling, 
Wit beguiling; 
Kindneſs charming, 
Fancy warming; 3 
Kiſſing toying, 
Melting, dying; 
O the pleaſing, m rapares ! 


8. 3 14 ; h 
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The ADVECE. 


\ OST chou, my friend, deſire to riſe. 7 off 
To honour, wealth, 1 dignities, i 

Virtue's paths, tho“ trod by few, 

With conſtant ſteps do thou purſue : 

For as the coward-ſoul admires +. 

That courage which the brave inſpires; 

And his own quarrels to defend, 

Gladly makes ſuch a one his friend ; : 

So in a world which. rogues infeſt, 

How is an honeſt man careſs'd ! 

The villians from cach other fly, 

And on his virtue tae rely. 


That thou may yo virtuous be, 
Virtue now in e 


From my forming Pen ſhall riſe, 
And naked paſs before thine eyes. 
he F Hcar 
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Hear her precepts, hear her voice, 
And learn, by making theſe thy choice, 
At once to pleaſe, be good, and wiſc, 


But as careful farmers ſtil! 
Noxious weeds and thiſtles kill z 
Which otherwiſe choak up and ſpoil 
The product of the richeſt ſoil; 

So vices, Which the mind o — 
Muſt firſt be weeded from the 7281 e 
If e er we hope to ſee appear 

A ſmiling field of virtues there; 


Firſt then, my friend, let haughty pride 
Never o'er thy thoughts preſide ; 

Be this thy firſt and chiefeſt care, 

For whilſt that vice inhabits there, 5 
The mind, puff'd up with vain conceit, 
Like bladders, which with wind replete, 
Will nothing elſe but that admit. 

Full of themſelves, they ſoar above 

All thoughts or wiſhes to improve: 
Nor think tis poſſible to know 

More or better than they do: 

And till good-ſenſe diſperſe this cloud, 
The beſt advice can do no ' good. | 


Next envy from thy boſom PR 


The vice of narrow ſouls and baſe; 
Who ſee no virtues but their own, 


Or wiſh, at leaſt there might be none: 


1. 


Who 
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Who look with angry fretſul eyes, 
When others to preferment riſe: - 


And ſeek by calumny to blot 
That virtue which their fortune wrought, 


Nor let dia ſo far blind, 
And take poſſeſſion of thy mind, 
As e' er to make thee think or act, 
Other than virtue ſhall direct. 
is true, this may, like love, be jut; 


Yer both may deviate into lawleſs luſt, 2 


But of all wretches, he? s the work, 
The moſt emphatically curſt; 
Who doom'd to doat on ſordid pelß 
To feed his fancy ſtarves himſelf: 
Dies of want amidſt his ſtore, 


Very rich, yet very poor. 


There yet remains another task“, 
Which will your utmoſt caution ask; 
Tis that your paſſions all obe y 
Reaſon's juſt and lawful ſway; 

And ev'ry boundleſs appetite, 

Guided by her, be ſet a-right. 

Thus, when anger ſwells your breaſt; 
Think *tis the paſſion of a beaſt; 

Nor let cach little wrong inſpire 

Rape to ſet your ſoul on fire. 


He ſhews, who can't with wrongs diſpenſe, 


both want of temper, and of ſenſe; 
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As if the world was made to pleaſe, 
And humour his perverſe diſcaſc. 

"Tis true: 
To tamely ſuffer any thing, x 

Into contempt and ſcorn may bring; 
A decent anger's ſometimes good, 
But never when too far purſu dd. 
When wrath and dire revenge take place, © 
The eyes with fire and fury blaze; 
Tremble the limbs, the check tums pale, 
And words, choak' d up with paſſion, fail; 
The blood boils hot in ev' ry vein, 

And ew ry nerve is rack'd with pain. 

What's this but, in the ſtricteſt ſenfe , 

To wound yourſelf for his offence? E” 


But as of anger you ſhould clear, 
So let the mind be free from fear. 
From fear, which will the ſoul debaſc, 
To ſmile at inſult and diſgrace. 
Who lives a ſlave to this diſeaſe, 
Shall ſay, and do, as others pleaſe : 
Nay, where this {laviſh paſſion reigns, 
The very thoughts ſhall move in Chains, 


And thus the appetites reſtrain 
With reaſon's curb, and guiding rein. 
When tickling luſt inflames the blood, 
I grant *tis hard to be withſtood ; 

Yet could we bring to ſudden view, 


What conſequences may enſue, 
It might our folly or injuſtice ſhew. 
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Is ſhe a virgin -loſs of fame, 
Her endleſs infamy and ſhame; 
With many, many other ills, 
A creature we thus ruin feels, 
Would ſurely touch us with regret, 
And cool the raſh deſtructive heat. 
Is ſhe another's lawful ſpouſe ? 
You plant diſgrace upon his brows: 
The wrong you with ſuch pleaſure give, 
Think with what pain you would receive; 
Think what wou'd be your thoughts to know 
He ſerv'd your wife or ſiſter ſo: 
And making thus his caſe your own, 
Your guilt would be ſo lively ſhown, 
With ſhame you'd from ſuch baſeneſs run. 
But is ſhe neither wife nor maid, 
But one who makes her luſt her trade; 
'T ſhould be a check, one wou'd ſuppoſe, 
To think what might befal one's Noſe. 


Again: 
When gen'rous liquor ſmiling ſwims 
Up to the glaſſes widening brims ; 
Gayer notions, every draught, 
Raiſe the mind, and chear the thought; 
We count it god-like then to drink, 
And make a boaſt to never think. 
But let us bring before our eyes, 
What ſucceeds theſe ſprightly joys. 
Reaſon now begins to drown, 
Noiſe and nenſenſe roar around; 
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All the powers of thought — 

Fly and leave the human beaſt; 

Paſſions tumultuous rage within, | 
And ftrife and quarrels ſtrait begin. 
But now the limbs grow looſe and weak, 
The tault'ring tongue forgets to ſpeak; 
The beaſt declines his lolling head, 

And ſinks, and falls, and lies for dead. 


On ſuch a Scene as this to think, 
Wou'd give us caution when we drink: 
And thus, in any other caſe, 

Where headſtrong appetites take place, 
Reaſon oppos'd, might keep them low, 
If not eatirely nds: ado 


But here men hope an abſolution, 
Palming their faults on conſtitution ; 
Yet crimes there are, which now I turn to, 
Such as none can plead they're born to; 
But (which is no excuſe for vice) 
From cuſtom, or from faſhion riſe. 
Of theſe we might large liſts produce; 
But as our reverend doctors uſe, 
For order's ſake, and ſhortneſs too, 
And leſt our audience ſleepy grow, 5 
We'll but at preſent mention two. 


And firſt, —— 
Thoſe pretty ornaments of ſpeech, 
With which our language we enrich; 
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Thoſe figures of new rhetorick, _ 
Which grace our common talk ſo thick, 
Call'd oaths and curſes + whence come they? | 
Im apt to think no man can lay 
The fault on conſtitution here, 
And fay, tis nature makes him ſwear: 
Reaſon, in this caſe, would exempt her, 
She gives no man a ſwearing temper. 
We learn this vice by imitation, | 
To ſhew our wit, and talk in faſhion; * i 
He that can't damn his ſoul and body, [ 
With a brave air, is but a noddy : 
And when a queſtion's ask'd, or ſo, | 
Damn-me yes, or damn-me no, 8 


Makes the language cafier flow. | 


How fhall we change this inclination ? 
To ſay it's a fin, is out of faſhion: 
An argument of leſſer weight, 

With theſe great wits, perhaps may get 5 
More credit than ſuch ſerious prate. 
Thus—ſwearing ſin? tis all a jeſt: 
Who'd ever mind a canting prieſt ? 
Your florid oaths are doubtleſs fine, 
And curſes make a language ſhine: 

All this we grant you, firs : but then 
| hope you know too, gentlemen 

As fuſtian's but the falſe pretence 

To true ſublimity of ſenſe; 

So oaths and curſes plainly ſhow 

an ebb of wit from whence they flow. 


Secondly, 
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Secondly : —— 

(Our priefts divide their fabjedts ſo, 

They've ſecondly and thirdly too, 

And I'm, methinks, a preacher now: 

Ves, cry the wits, in ridicule, 

And preach Tight reverendly dull.) 


But to proceed 
As ſwearing's thus an outward ſign 
Of want of wit and ſenſe within; 
So lying, which ſuch miſchief breeds, 
From want of honeſty proceeds. 
For he whoſe deeds will bear the teſt 
Of ſtrict integrity's inqueſt; 
To this mean ſhift does never ſcout, 
At a dead lift to help him out: 
But gladly ſees the ſtricteſt eye | 
Upon his actions made a ſpy. 
*Tis true, the lyar may ſometimes, 
By framing falſhoods, hide his crimes, 
But one lye ſo begets another, 
Ar laſt they contradict each other: 
Some little circumſtance forgot, 
Detects the fool, and ſpoils his plot; 
Gives a clue, whoſe guiding thread 
Does thro? his winding lab'rinth lead; 
His heart, the ſecret bower diſplays, 
And all the villain open lays. 


Thus if, my friend, you make your choice, 


From reaſon, not from paſſion's voice, 


j 
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Each vice will ſeem, tho? not unholy, 
At leaſt, a moſt egregious folly: 
Search but the cauſe from whence proceeds, 
In different men, ſuch different deeds; 
Virtue from reaſon flows you'll find, 
And vice from a corrupted mind. 


But I grow weary with reproof, 
I've rail'd and ſcolded full enough: 
The vices which remain behind, 
Methinks I feel myſelf inclin'd, 
Rather t'expolſe by the beauteous light 
Of virtues which arc oppoſite. 
No longer therefore to declaim 
-Gainſt what may thus be brought to ſhame, 
To virtue's praiſe let's change the ſong, 


And whilſt we ſteal the ſoul along, 


Convicted vice ſhall bluſhing fly, 
Grow ſick with ſhame, and of repentance die. 


In order thus to charm the mind, 


The lovelieſt virtue we can find, 

Be firſt, and with moſt warmth enjoin'd. 
Moſt moral writers have, I own, 

Made juſtice the foundation ſtone, 

To build fair virtue's ſyſtem on; 

And noble ſtructures thence have rais'd, 
Worthy to be admir'd and prais'd : 

But, begging leave from theſe to ſwerve, 
Another method we'll obſerve, 

And firſt, my friend, be this thy care 
To cultivate good-nature there ; 
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This is the beſt preparative | 

To make all other virtues thrive: 
Temper'd with this, the human mind 
Shall grow benevolent and kind; 
Unwillingneſs t'offend or grieve, 

An eaſy complaiſance ſhall give; 

This ſhall the heart and ſoul diſpoſe, 

To melt and grieve at other's woes: 

The beſt conſtruction this ſhall give, 

To any injuries we receive, 

And thus diſpoſe us to forgive. 

The mind ſhall feel, with this endu'd, 
A ſecret pleaſure to do good; 

To aid a neighbour in diſtreſs, 

Whom care, or want, or woes depreſs; 
And ſymphathize the griefs we can't redreſs. 


Good-nature thus at firſt enjoin'd, 
Diffus'd and temper'd with the mind, 
All other virtues ſhall appear 
More amiable, and leſs ſevere; 
Juſtice ſhall ſmiling now take place, 
Depriv'd of all her rigidneſs. 

Yer thy own actions to direct, 

Let her with utmoſt ſtrictneſs act: 
When others faults are to be try'd, 
Then let good-nature be thy guide: 
Vet equally thy judgment ſteer, 


Tho kind, yet juſt; tho? juſt, yet not ſevere. 


Hypocriſy, the mean diſguiſe 
Of conſcious guilt, do thou deſpiſe: 


2 


Nor 


Nor let thy free and honeſt mind, 

To venal flattery be enclin'd. 

The man who harbours in his breaſt 

A vile, enormous, wicked neſt 

Of vices, which he meanly tries 

To mask beneath the fair diſguiſe 

Of beauteous virtues, ſeems to me, 
(Pardon the wicked ſimile) 

Like ſome bad prieſt — 

Who, when he is ſurplice dight, 
Appears an Angel all in white; 

But ftrip that cov'ring from his back, 
Lord bleſs us! how he changes black ? 
Nor leſs contemptible 1s he, 

Who ſtoops to ſervile flattery ; 

And, ſmiling, ſits reſoly'd to praiſe 
Whate'er his patron does or ſays. — 
But thus, my friend, you may detect 
Him whom of flattery you ſuſpect: 

Make blunders — he*ll applaud your wit, 
And call a bull a fine conceit: 

To the ſame thing ſay yes, then no; 
He'll till change ſides, and ſay ſo too: 
Affirm an apple is an onion; 

He'll ſwear himſelf of your opinion; 
Then make an apple on't again, 

And it's an apple he'll maintain, 

Thus, like the tox, you'll find with caſe, 
He but applauds your voice to get your cheeſe. 


Has fortune bleſs'd thee with a friend, 


(Rare gift!) on whom thou canſt depend ; 
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This is the beſt preparati ve 
To make all other virtues thrive: 
Temper'd with this, the human mind 
Shall grow benevolent and kind; 
Unwillingneſs t'offend or grieve, 

An eaſy complaiſance ſhall give; 

This ſhall the heart and ſoul diſpoſe, 

To melt and grieve at other's woes: 

The beſt conſtruction this ſhall give, 

To any injuries we receive, 

And thus diſpoſe us to forgive. 

The mind ſhall feel, with this endu'd, 

A ſecret pleaſure to do good 

To aid a neighbour in diſtreſs, 

Whom care, or want, or woes depreſs; 
And ſymphathize the griefs we can't redreſs. 


Good-nature thus at firſt enjoin'd, 
Diftus'd and temper'd with the mind, 
All other virtues ſhall appear 
More amiable, and leſs ſevere ; 

Juſtice ſhall ſmiling now take place, 
Depriv'd of all her rigidneſs. 

Yer thy own actions to direct, 

Let her with utmoſt ſtrictneſs act: 

When others faults are to be try'd, 

Then let good-nature be thy guide: 

Yer equally thy judgment ſteer, 

'Tho' kind, yet juſt; tho? juſt, yet not ſevere. 


Hypocriſy, the mean diſguiſe 


Of conſcious guilt, do thou deſpiſe : 
| Nor 
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Nor let thy free and honeſt mind, 

To venal flattery be enclin'd. 

The man who harbours in his breaſt 

A vile, enormous, wicked neſt 

Of vices, which he meanly tries 

To mask beneath the fair diſguiſe 

Of beauteous virtues, ſeems to me, 

(Pardon the wicked fimile) 

Like ſome bad prieſt — 

Who, when he is ſurplice dight, 

Appears an Angel all in white; 

But ſtrip that cov*ring from his back, 

Lord bleſs us! how he changes black ? 

Nor leſs contemptible 1s he, 

Who ſtoops to ſervile flattery ; 

And, ſmiling, fits reſoly'd to praiſe _ 
Whate'er his patron does or ſays. — 
But thus, my friend, you may detect 

Him whom of flattery you ſuſpect: 

Make blunders — he' II applaud your wit, 
And call a bull a fine conceit: 

To the ſame thing ſay yes, then no; 

He'll ſtill change ſides, and ſay ſo too: 
Affirm an apple is an onion; 

He'll ſwear himſelf of your opinion; 

Then make an apple on't again, 

And it's an apple he'll maintain, 

Thus, like the tox, you'll find with caſe, 
He but applauds your voice to get your cheeſe. 


Has fortune bleſs'd thee with a friend, 


(Rare gift!) on whom thou canſt depend ; 
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Whoſe virtue, goodneſs, juſtice ſnine 
Equal to what I would have thine : 
Learn truly ſuch a gift to prize, 

Sweet partner of thy griefs and joys, 
As thou of his; in mutual aid 

To ſerve cach other always glad. 
Whene'er he happens to repoſe 

In thy breaſt his ſecret woes, 

Stay not till he thy aid requeſt ; 

* Kindneſs unask d is always beſt: 

= + Thy wealth, advice, or power employ, 

£ To caſc his mind, and give him joy. 


A general kindneſs too purſue, 

Good offices to all are due : 

By virtue's always underſtood, 
A diſpoſition to do good. 
Let charity encline thy breaſt 
To aid and pity the diftreſs'd ; 

Does any on thy power rely, | 

Make him not wait-a long reply ; 
Or grant his ſuit, or honeſtly deny. 
Has any one incurr'd thy hate, y 
Let mercy and forgiveneſs wait ; | 
Pardon th' offender, and his crime forget. 
Failings are incident to men, 

And others may of thine complain; 
1 But haſt thou griev'd in any ſort, 
iN Acknowledge, and beg pardon for't; 
1 And tho? involuntary done, 
Seek an occaſion to atone. 
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And now, tho' many virtues more 


Occaſionally may occur, 
At preſent Ive nor time nor will 


By further precepts to inſtil: 

This only learn, to be content, 

And patiently expect th* event 

Of virtuous deeds; and in the end 

Virtue will doubtleſs find thee out a friend. 


| e 
O you, dear doctor, I appeal, * 4 


My faults and beauties to reveal; 
Failings in me my friend may ſpy, 
Which may eſcape my partial eye; 
And beautics, if found out by you, 

"T would give me hopes they might be true. 
But here, amongſt the common rout | 
Of praiſe and blame, I'm left in doubt 
Whether my works are good or bad 
Whether they praiſe me or degrade. 
Some flattering people ſay they ſee 
Pxlor's eaſe reviv'd in me: 
Others, whoſe cenſure I think hard, 
Degrade me down to doggrel Warp. 
The difference wide betwixt theſe two ! 
Pray tell me truly what think you. 
Bat quite forgetting you're my friend, 
Let judgment your opinion ſend : 
I know, my friend, you think well of me, 
Vet praiſe me not becauſe you love me: 

G 3 Far 


84 The MUSE in LIVERY, 
Far rather I'd your cenſure hear, 

Than an encomium unſincere: 

I ſhould be fond, I own, of fame, 

Yet give me honeſt praiſe, or blame. 
Soon level with the ground ſhall lie p 
His pyramid of fame, tho? high, 0 
Whoſe baſis ſtood on flattery: 

Then ſhall be ſeen, to his diſgrace, 
What dirt and rubbiſh built the place. 
How ſhould I with I ne'er had wrote, 
Should this hereafter be my lot? 
Then ſooth me not, but tell me true, 
What you think I ought to do. 

Shall I ſuppreſs this glimmering light? 
Or may I hope 'twill c'er burn bright? 
Methinks I would not have it ſaid, 
As all my praiſe, when I am read, 

« The Lines, conſidering whence they came, 
« Are well enough, nor merit blame. 

Such cold encomiums won't ſuffice 

A fame with ſuch reſtrictions I deſpiſe. 
Yet when I inward turn my thoughts, 
View all my weakneſſes and faults; 

I own my raſhneſs, bluſh with ſhame, 
Lay down my pen, nor hope for fame, 
Bur ſoon the rhyming fit returns, 

The fire within impatient burns; 

My pen reſum'd, a line or two 

With eaſe and wit, perhaps may flow, 
And then I ſtop 
Dullneſs regains her ancient ſcat, 


Retards my flight, and damps my heat; 
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Involves my fire in flame and ſmoke, 
And turns true wit to ſome falſe joke. 


Say, gentle bard, harmonious PR TOR! 
Did thy ſoft muſe with thee expire ? 
O ſhe expir'd, ſhe dy'd with thee, 
*Tis but her ſhadow dwells with me! 
No Prjor's eaſe moves in theſe lines, 
Nor judgment guides, nor fancy ſhines, 
Nor ſtrength, nor wit, like his, refines. 
Ah no! *tis flatt'ry all, nor dare 
Theſe empty lines with his compare. 
"Tis true, ſometimes an eaſy flow 
Of words may into metre grow, 
And form a ſmoothiſh verſe or two; 
Or here and there a ſingle line, 
With a good thought perhaps may ſhine ; 
As here and there a glimmering ſtar 
Does in a cloudy hemiſphere : 
But theſe, alas! no more admit. 
The name of poctry or wit, 


Than thoſe odd ſtars, with ſcatter'd light, 


Make what we call a ſtarry night: 
*Tis the whole firmament muſt glow, 


And the whole piece the poet ſhew. 


O ſhall I cer arrive to this? 
Shall I cer ſee a finiſh'd piece? 
No, I muſt never hope t' excel, 

I feel my weakneſs too, too well. 
My genius leads me on tis true, 
But what can genius unaſſiſted do ? 
my G 4 
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No aids of learning grace my Song, 


To me no languages belong, 

Save juſt to ſpell my mother- tongue. 

O poor pretence to poetry! 

What can be thought to come from me? 
Shall future ages ſce me ſhine, 

My name, O Pxz1ox ! join'd with thine? | 
Vainly I hope ſuch fame, alas! 


I but record my own diſgrace. . 


Theſe lines can'only live to be 
Examples of falſe poetry : 
Can only laſt to future ages, 


Quoted in criticks laſhing pages. 


And ſhall they thus, thus give my name 
A monument of laſting fame ? 

O hateful thought! ceaſe, ceaſe my pen, 
And never, never write again. 0 


A SKETCH 
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0 | | 
SK ETO 
Of the MISERIES of 


POVERTY. 


Happy the Man, who, void of Cares and Strife, 
In Silken, or in Leathern Purſe retains 
A Splendid Shilling. PHILLIPS. 


— 
* 


—— 


P OVERTY, abſtractedly conſider'd, is 


certainly to every man, even the meaneſt 

ſlave, a very great calamity: But to one 

who is deſirous of learning and knowledge, who 
is capable of taſting happineſs, and enjoying the 
rational pleaſures of life; to ſuch a one, I 72 A 
penurious fortune is inexpreſſibly calamitous. The 
former, as he has no reliſh of any enjoyments a- 
bove thoſe which his poor condition and circum- 
ſtances afford him, ſo he may with more caſe be 
contented and ſatisfied with them: But the latter, 
having a larger knowledge, and a more refined 
taſte of things, is perpetually uneaſy ; a thouſand 
internal pleaſures, worthy gratifications, and agree- 
able entertainments which he feels himſelf capable 
of, preſent themſelves to his imagination, and al- 
| ternately 
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ternately fill his ſoul with deſire, ſhame, grief, 
anguiſh, and deſpair. | | 
The miſeries of a thinking man are intolerably 
aggravated by the quick ſenſe he has of them; his 
ſutterings are augmented by his own cruel reflec- 
tions: every uncomfortable circumſtance depreſſes 
his ſpirits ; the contempt with which the world 
looks upon him in a mean and deſpicable habit, the 
rude illiterate company he is forced to aſſociate 
with, and the many inſults, inconveniences, and 
_ reſtraints which he undergoes in this deſpiſed, un- 
pitied ſtate, are themes which afford him a great 
many melancholy reflections. 

And indeed, the contempt which poverty brings 
men into, the diſadvantageous light it places them 
in, and the prejudice it gives the world againſt all 
their words — actions, are as real evils, and to 
a man of ſenſe altogether as inſupportable as hun- 
ger, cold, or any other of her inſeparable atten- 
dants. How grating muſt it be to the ſoul of an 
ingenious man, to obſerve all he ſays unattended 
to, his expreſſions ridiculed, and all his arguments 
deſpiſed and thought inconcluſive, only becauſe 


his coat is not ſo clean, or his wig not ſo much 


powder'd as that of his antagoniſt? 

That this is really his caſe, I appeal to any man 
who has been but the leaſt converſant in the world. 
And it is from a conſciouſneſs of this his inſignifi- 
cancy, that tho' he has the cleareſt truth, and the 
ſtrongeſt reaſon in the world on his fide, yet he can- 
not aſſert it with that boldneſs and aſſurance which 
is neceſſary; but ſuffers his words to break from 
him with as much diffidence, perplexity, and he- 
fitation, as if he was uttering an untruth. 

It is a complaint as old as SoLomon, That he 
_—_ of the poor is deſpiſe and his words not heard. 

is poverty is the gulf in which all his good parts 


are ſwallowed; it is a cloud which obſcures the 
| luſtre 
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luſtre of all his virtues, nay, it in reality debaſes 
his principles, and makes him ſubmit to actions 
which in another ſtate he would ſcorn. It will 
not ſuffer his ſoul to exerciſe the generous free- 
dom which equal nature has given it; but as it 
reduces him in the eye of the world to a level with 
the meaneſt and moſt ignorant part of mankind, ſo 
it ſubjects him to a fer of ſuch low, vulgar, and 
unworthy actions, as naturally pull down ſcorn 
and diſdain upon him. 

Thus the unhappy wretch is in ſuch a dilemma, 
that let him act how or in what manner ſoever he 
will, he is {till the contemptible object of ſcorn 
or deriſion. If he moves on in the low, narrow 
ſphere which his poverty places him in, he is de- 
piſed, and thought not worth taking notice of; 
and if he endeavours to exert himſelf above it, he 
is immediately laugh*d at, and thought a conceited 
fellow. Let him have ever ſo much learning, wit, 
good humour, or whatever elſe might render him 
agreeable, yet if he appears in the deſpicable garb 
of poverty, he is an illiterate, empty, affected cox- 
comb. 

Theſe are a few of the moſt common evils and 
diſadvantages which the poor man lies under with 
reſpect to the world. But, alas! theſe are not 
all; there are a thouſand unſpeakable calamities, 
unknown to any but the wretch who feels them, 
which more nearly affect him. Hunger gnaws up- 
on his ſtomach, and pinching cold benums his 
ſenſes; continual care preys upon his ſpirits, and 
continual ſorrow ſinks his ſoul: He is like a man 
ſhut up in a veſſel full of ſpikes; which way ſoc- 
ver he turns, he finds ſomething that pricks him. 
Deplorable condition ! what pleaſure can he have 
in life, whoſe every moment is render'd uncaſy 
by ſome grating thonght, or anxious carc! In all 
his actions he feels himſelf cramp'd with wretched 

| indigence; 
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indigence; which way ſoever he goes, he ſtill finds 
ſome freſh cauſe of ſorrow and vexation: At home, 
he is ſurrounded with miſery and want; abroad, in- 
ſulted with contempt and inſolence. The day he 
ſpends in ſome poor comfortleſs habitation, no fire 
to warm his cold chilled limbs, nor food ſufficient 
to appeaſe his hunger; At night, a coarſe, uncaſy 
bed ſuſtains him. 

Thus under a complication of the bittereſt miſ- 
fortunes, the poor unhappy wretch drags on a mi- 
ſerable life: His only comfort and ſupport is hope. 
Hope for a while alleviates his ſorrows; but when 
that fails, he ſinks and falls beneath them. 

« O poverty! thou ſcource and fountain of cter- 
& nal woe! ſupreme diſpenſer of calamity ! at whoſe 
c dire preſence joy and pleaſure vaniſhes, content 
« grows dull, and grief and anxious cares over- 
« whelm the ſoul. Happy, thrice happy is the 
« man that feels not thy malignant influence! that 
&« ſpeaks and acts without reſtraint from thee ! his 
c days are ſpent in caſe and quiet, and his mind is 
cc in perfect tranquility; no fears of want perplex 
« his ſoul, nor anxious dread of lacking ſuſte- 


« nance: His time's his own, and he enjoys it 


ce according to his own pleaſure; he ſees at a 
« diftance the poor unhappy wretch, who is 
« compelled to a ſervile dependance upon others 
« for his ſubſiſtence, and pities him; rejoicing at 
« the ſame time to find his own E depend- 
« ing only on himſelf. O happy State! — 

« detirable Condition! —— 
| In the midft of theſe refleftions I grew into ſo 
rofound a melancholy, that I quite forgot where 
i was: The ſubject which had employed my 
mind dwelt ſo ſtrongly upon me, and wrought my 
fancy up to ſuch LR, that I began to look upon 
the ideas which paſſed my imagination as the real 
| objects 


— f H f  CPrcoocc.c wa. i oe. EOS 


„„ a RISE ad 


But being a young unskilfu 


The Mus E i» LIVERY. 92 
objects of my ſenſes; and in this extaſy of thought, 
inſenſibly tell into the —— Reverie. 

Methought, I found myſelt all alone upon the 
deck of a ſhip, in which I was making a voyage to 
the Indies upon buſineſs of the — importance: 

mariner, and alto- 
gether unexperienced in the arts of navigation, = 
r miſguided veſſel was driven from its courſe 
y every adverſe blaſt; my tackling was in a little 
time all broke and tore in pieces by ſtorms and 
tempeſts; I was loſt and bewildered in the midft 
of the ocean, and knew not which way to ſteer 
my courſe; and at laſt, to compleat my miſery, 
my little veſſel was ſplit upon a rock, and I 
was caſt naked, forlorn, and deſtitute of an 
thing to ſupport me, upon a ſavage, rude, inhoſ- 
pitable iſland. 

In this money condition, I lay a conſiderable 
time upon the ſhore, lamenting my misfortunes : 
The hopes of happineſs, which I had flatter'd my- 
ſelf „ at the end of the voyage, were 
daſhed in a moment, and I found myſelt reduced 
to the utmoſt extremity of miſery and wretched- 
neſs. Ar length, ariſing from the earth, I walk- 


ed up into the iſland, and caſting my eyes around, 


received a diſmal proſpect of the place. Every 
object about me diſcovered the wretchedneſs of the 
climate; a gloomy darkneſs filled the ambient air, 
and cold, bleak winds deſtroyed the withering 
Herbage: Winter here fixed his ſeat, nor would 
the hovering clouds permit one genial Ray to diſ- 
ſipate the cold: The trees, diveſted of their 
leaves by chilling froſts, looked ſtarved and dead; 
and ſilent birds ſat penſive on the naked branches: 
Nature herſelf ſeemed dull, and mirth and chear- 
tul joy was here a ſtranger: Muſick was quite un- 


known, and ſighs and fad complaints ſupplied its 
place. 


I 
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I had not been long in this melancholy region, 
before I felt the dire 38 ſeize me: I grew 
dull and uneaſy, my ſpirits ſunk, and care and ſor- 


row took poſſeſſion in my ſoul: I was no longer 
the ſame man ; the air of my countenance was imme- 
I 


diately alter'd; an unuſual fear attended my words, 
and rendered my ſpeech imperfect and ſtammering. 
I was aſhamed to look at any body, or to be ſeen 
by them; every one, methought, would deſpiſe me, 
and I ſhould be treated with contempt wherever I 
went. I was out of countenance with myſelf, and 
appeared, in my own opinion, the moſt deſpicable 
creature in the Univerſe. 
But in this laſt particular I preſently found myſelf 
miſtaken, for whereſoever I turned my eyes, I was 
ſtruck with objects of miſery and wretchedneſs. 
Every fingle inhabitant of this unhappy iſland was 
in ſome degree or other miſerable; an air of diſ- 
content appeared in every face. Here was one la- 
menting his misfortunes and diſaſters, another re- 
gretting his follies and extravangancies; ſome 
blaming the treachery of friends, and others the 
malice of enemies; a great many repining at the 
= penſations of Providence, but few accuſing them- 
elves. | 

Amongſt the reſt, I obſerved an elderly man, of 

a good aſpect, walking in a. melancholy poſture, 
with his arms a-croſs, and his eyes fixed on the 
ground. He ſighed ſeveral times; and, as] ap- 
proached nearer to him, I heard him utter theſe 
words. “ How inconſtant is fortune! how uncer- 
« tain and precarious are the poſſeſſions of this 
« world? who lately was more rich than I? and 
« who is now ſo poor? who was more happy? 
« whois now ſo wretched? yet ſome comfort it is 
to me, that my misfortunes, and not my faults, 
“ are the cauſe of my calamities: For could In- 
duſtry have increaſed my poſſeſſions, who was 
more 
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c more diligent? could frugality have preſerved 


« them, in what was I profuſe ? could carefulneſs 


have ſecured them, wherein was I remiſs? in 


« ſhorr, if juſtice, honeſty, and fair-dealing could 
have entitled me to the Poſſeſſion of them, I had 
« never forfeited my claim. But misfortunes are 
« unavoidable, and happen equally to the juſt and 
« unjuſt”. He ended his ſpeech with a ſigh that 
moved my compaſſion; but not being in a condition 
to help him, I turn'd away ſorrow ful. 

I had not gone far before I encounter'd an object 
more wretched, yet leſs —_—_ of pity than he. 
Twas a young man, whoſe air and geſtures beſpoke 
him a rake; but the meanneſs of his garb diſcover- 
ed him at preſent in a penurious condition. The 
coat he had on was laced, but ſo bare and dirty, 
that one could ſcarce diſcover whether it was gold 
or ſilver; his wig was neither combed nor powder- 
ed; his hat looked greaſy, his ſhoes brown, and 
his linnen dirty. He came up to me, and with an 
impudent familiarity, deſired me to lend him a 
twelver. I told him, I had not a ſhilling in the 
world: he ſwore he was glad on't, and withed the 
devil might fetch away all them that had, and 
then he ſhould be as rich as any-body. After this 
he gave me an account, full of curſes and impre- 
cations, how he had ſpent all his money in women 
and wine ; how often he had been drunk in a day, 
and how many whores he had had in a night; and 
concluded with an oath, that the devil ſhould either 
find him more money, or he would make hell too 
hot for him. I perceived the man was a fool, and 
had given himſclf up to this licentious way, meerly 
becauſe be thought it was wit, and that therefore 
it would be in vain to offer him any advice, ſo I 
left him without ſpeaking a word. 

Walking from him, I overtook a couple of young 
men very carneſt in diſcourſe; I ſecmed to oh no 

notice 
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notice of them, but as I walked along, I heard one 
of them, with a ſigh, ſay to the other, © No, no, 
ce *tjs in vain to hope any longer, and I am now 
« reduced to that extremity, that I muſt either 
cc beg or ftarve, How long have I depended up- 
« on his promiſes? And how often has it been 
c in his power ſince he promiſed to have helped 
« me? How many places have been at his diſ- 
« poſal, which he has given away to others, upon 
polal, 8 Y » _ uUpO 
c no other account, but becauſe they had leſs mo- 
« deſty, and were more 1mportunate than I? O, 
my friend! may it never be your fortune to depend 
c upon the promiſes of another for your ſubſiſtence; 
« for by fad experience I find, that he who lives on 
ce hope, is in great danger to die of diſappoint- 
© ment. 

They came on ſo exceeding ſlowly, that unleſs I 
had ſtood ftill, I could not have heard any more of 
their diſcourſe. I went forwards therefore, and was 
Juſt beginning to reflect upon the conduct of great 
men in this particular, and the unreaſonable ex- 
pectations of thoſe who rely upon them, when I 
was interrupted by a great ſigh, which drew my 
attention that way from whence it came, and was 
preſently ſucceeded by theſe words: .O ye eternal 
« powers! ſupreme diſpoſers of our good and ill! 
c if virtue is (as ſure it is) your care, why do we 
« ſee the virtuous man oprefled ? why is injuſtice, 
violence, and fraud ſucceſsful, whilſt virtue and 
« honeſty beggar their profeſſors? Fool that I was, 
« to think to thrive by methods ſo contrary to 
the way of the world“. 

He pauſed ar theſe words, and before he could 
proceed, a melancholy voice, bemoaning his hard 
fortune in theſe words of Otway's Fafficr, diverted 
my attention another way. 


That 


— Ne 1 


The Mos in LIV EAI. of 


O tell me why, good Heaven; (he ſighing ſaid,) 
Thou mad 't me what I am, with all the ſpirit, 
27 thoughts, and elegant deſires, 

at fill the happieſt Man? Ab rather why 
Didft thou not form me ſordid as my Fate, 
Baſe-minded, dull, and fit to carry Burthens? 
Why have I ſenſe to know the curſe that's on me? 


« O Faffer/ O Otway ! how aptly is this com- 


head aſide as he uttered theſe words, and perceiv- 
ing I had overheard him, was very much out of 
\ countenance with himſelf, and, bluſhing with ſhame, 
roſe from the place where he far, and walked a- 
way as faſt as he could. | 
t is impoſſible to expreſs the emotions which I 
felt at this time; the modeſty of his behaviour, 
the paſſionate manner in which he expreſſed him- 
ſelf, and the near analogy which methoughr his 
circumſtances bore to my own, raiſed in me a ſym- 
pathetick concern, and a ſudden affection which 1 
could not reſiſt. I followed him a good way to 
have asked pardon for my rudeneſs, and begg'd 
the favour A1 his acquaintance; but he was gone, 
and out of my fight. 
To relate all' the different complaints which I 
heard, the numerous objects of pity, and the va- 
rious ſcenes of diſtreſs which I ſaw, would be tedi- 
ous. Bur this remark I remember I made, that 
the greateſt part, or at leaſt the moſt grievous of 
the complaints, generally came from Strangers, 
and ſuch as had not been long uſed to the place. 
The Natives, tho? to all outward appearance as 
miſcrable, for the moſt part ſeemed caſy, uncon- 
cerned, and, as it were, inſenſible of their Con- 


dition. 
H By 


« plaint ſuited to my condition? He turned his 
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this time I was arrived at the center of tje 

Ifland, and entered what they called the capital 

on but the only difference I found betwixt this 

and the remoter parts, was, that, contrary to all 

other citics, 1t conſiſted chiefly of natives, and ſuch 

as might properly be ſtiled the ſettled Inhabitants 

of the country; the laws and cuſtoms of the place 

ſceming to ſtrangers ſo exceeding harſh and ſevere, 

that few or-none cared to incorporate with them; 

chuſing rather, without any ſettled habitation, 

to wander near the ſhore, and watch the firſt op- 

portunity of flying from the place. 

It is natural in a ſtrange country to make Obſer- 
vations either upon the ſtrength, ſituation, build- 
ings, trade, and riches of the place; or elſe upon 
the cuſtoms, manners, and language of the people: 
But here the one was ſo inconſiderable, and the 
other ſo rude, uncultivated, and barbarous, that 
there was nothing worthy either to obſerve or 
imitate. | 

But one day, as I was ſauntering about, I diſco- 
vered in the midſt of the city, a large hollow, en- 
compaſſed round with craggy rocks, and ſhaded 
over with thick and baleful yews. The way which 
led down into it was ſteep and diſmal; black hang- 
ing rocks intercepted the light, and ſeemed to 
threaten deſtruction to any that ſhould venture in. 
But not ſuffering myſelf to be diſmayed at the Ap- 
pearance of danger, I went down, and at the fur- 
ther end of the valley found a ſpacious cave, from 
the mouth of which iſſued a cold dampneſs, which 
even chilled my blood, and ſo loathſome a ſmell 
that I was almoſt ſtifled. | 
Being entered in, the firſt object that ſtruck my 
ſenſes, was, an ugly, ſhapeleſs monſter lying along 
upon the ground; his large unweildy carcaſs was 
covered over with filth and naſtineſs, his hair was 


matted together, his arms were folded, and he 
ſcemed 
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& ſeemed faſt aſleep, His name, in capital letters, 
Was engraved upon his forehead, which upon read- 
ing, I found to be SLOT H. This breathing 
chaos of dull and unactive matter lay extended 
upon his back, and from his belly iſſued a barren, 
hard, impenetrable rock, upon which, as on a 
throne, ſat the genius or queen of the iſland; her 
name was POVERTY. I had no ſooner caſt 
my eyes upon her countenance, but a ſudden trem- 
bling ſeized me; I ſtarted back, and had much ado 
to ſupport myſelf: but recovering a little, and col- 
lecting my ſcattered ſpirits together, I ſurveyed 
her more attentively. Her countenance was pale, 
\ meagre, and ghaſtly; her eyes looked dim, and 
ſunk in her head, her forchead was wrinkled, her 
noſe ſharp, and her checks hollow : her garments 
were coarſe and ragged; a perpermal coldneſs 
ſhook her trembling limbs, and this in particular 
I obſerved, that her arms were ſo exceeding ſhort, 
and her hands ſo ſtrangely cramped, that ſhe could 
ſcarce make uſe of them upon any occaſion. 
On either ſide lay a dreadful fiend, which, as 
[ underſtood, where her conſtant attendants. That 
on the right-hand fide was terrible and fierce; his 
voice was loud and piercing, his eyes looked cager 
ö and ſharp, his viſage was thin and frightful, and 
his carcaſs ſo lean, that the bones, in ſeveral places, 


were ready to ſtart thro' the skin. His nature 
P” WW was fo exceeding ravenous, that he would prey 
upon any thing; his Jaws were wide, and conſtant- 
m "ki 

50 extended; his teeth ſtrong and ſharp, and at 
Fi hat time cagerly employed in ſcraping the meat 
* from an almoſt bare bone. I grew uncaſy, me- 


ought, at the fight of him; a kind of fear 


mY I ſeized me, and I was apprehenſive that he was 
ONE about to lay hold on me with his claws: I enquir'd 
2 what creature it was, and was told his name was 


h HoxeER. Good heaven! ſaid I, preſeryc me from 
” — 3 his 
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his dreadful jaws! and turning haſtily from him, I 
went towards that which lay on the left-hand. 
This malignant ficnd, tho! at firſt ſight ſhe ſeem'd 
not quite ſo TE and cruel as the other, had yet 
ſomething in her look ſo ſullen and moroſe, that it 
ſeem'd dangerous to approach her. Her colour was 
black and diſmal; her countenance gloomy, her na- 
ture fretful and impatient, her horrid and perpetual 
growlings terrified all that heard *em, and, as I was 
informed, were at ſome times ſo loud, that they 
had quite taken from her the uſe of hearing. Her 
head was at this time hung down upon her breaſt, 
and approaching nearcr, I perceived ſhe was RK 
ing upon her own heart. This dreadful ſpectacle 
ſtruck me with horror; I turned my eyes from fo 
ſhocking a fight, and cnquiring her name, was told 
it was DISCONTENT. I ſhook my head, and 
addreſſing myſelf a ſecond time to heaven, Ye al- 
mighty Powers! ſaid I, but whatever I ſuffer from 
the other, defend me from the reach of this, I 
moſt earneſtly beſcech you. 
was juſt preparing to leave the place, and tum- 
ing about, I perceived a venerable old man ſtand- 
ing before me; wiſdom and diſcretion appeared 
in his countenance ; experience ſat upon his wrin- 
kled brow; his hair was white with age, and 
his beard hung down to his girdle; yet his 
ſtrength ſeem'd not at all decay'd; his eyes look'd 
bright and piercing, and his voice was diſtinct and 
clear. He took me by the hand, and with a 
commanding, yet perſuaſive air, Young man, 
ſaid he, follow me, and I will ſhew rhee the way 
out of this unhappy place. I followed him with- 
out heſitation; we aſcended the hollow, and quit- 
ting the city, directed our ſteps towards the ſhore, 
The male-contents, who wandered here-abouts, 
as I obſerved before, continued their complaints as 
loud as ever; nothing but murmurings and repinings 
| were 
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were to be heard in this part of the iſland. As we 
walked along amongſt them, I obſerved a beauti- 
= phantom hoyering in the air; a ſudden joy 
ſprung in my heart at the ſight of her; her counte- 
nance was pleaſant and ſmiling, her voice ſweet, 
and her whole appearance delightful. As I looked 
upon her, I perceived ſhe had the power of appeari 

and diſappearing at pleaſure, being every now — 
then inviſible. Her motions were quick, and ſhe flew 
from place to place with exceeding ſwiſtneſs: ſhe 
* frequently alight upon hd and place 
herſelf by one or other of the unhappy mourners. 
immediately at her preſence their tears were dried 


bp, their complaints ceaſed, and they appeared calm 


and eaſy: But no ſooner had ſhe made them ſo, than 
mounting in the air, ſhe would dart out of fight, 
and leave them plunged in their ſorrows as deep as 
ever. I asked my conductor what ſhe was called, 
and he told me her name was Hope. You will fre- 
quently ſee her, ſaid he, before you get out of this 
place ; but unleſs you can ſecure her, truſt not her 
imiles; ſhe is flattering, deceitful, and inconſtant. 
Now the onl way to We her, is, by a lock which 
grows out of the back part of her head; for ſhe is 
compoſed of ſuch thin, airy particles, that by any 
other part, tho' you ſeem to have ever ſo faſt hold 
of her, ſhe will clude your graſp. This lock is called 
Ass URANCE; which, if you can once get faſt hold 
of, ſhe immediately changes her nature, and be- 


comes a ſolid ſubſtance. 


By this time we were come to the foot of a 
large and ſpacious bridge, which led over from the 
continent; but ſo contrived, that from us it was 
impaſſable There were ſeveral fine buildings, and 
houſes of pleaſure and entertainment upon the 
bridge. Abundance of young men and beautiful 
women, gayly dreſſed, were playing promiſcuouſly 
in the ſtreet; Some were drinking, others linging 
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and dancing to the fineſt muſick; ſome were 
wearing, ſome laughing, and all appeared in the 


going a little further, we came to another; but 
the houſes on this were low and mean: Here was 


| buſineſs of all ſorts went forwards; the hammers, 
and other working utenſils of mechanicks, made a 
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height of mirth and jollitry. This, ſaid my cons 
ductor, is the Paſſage of ExTRAvacANTSs,. And 


no noiſe or ſtirring; the graſs grew in the ſtreet 
the doors and windgws were all ſhut, and tho! it 
was late in the morning, there was no-body out 
of bed. This, ſaid my old man, is called the 
Bridge of Lazixess, and is as ſure and ready a 
paſſage into the 1iland as the other. There is only 
one more way into it, which is called the Gate of 
the UN TOR TUN ATE, and one of theſe three ways 
all that come itito this unhappy place do enter. 
Hut as theſe are paſſable only inwards, I. Will 
now, according to my . ihew. you that 
which will as ſurely lead you out: So taking me 

by the hand, we went along the ſhore till We game 
to the foot of a bridge, more large and. populous 
than any of the others, The houſes at the begin- 
ning were ſmall and mean, but towards the other 
end they grew larger, ſtronger, and more conve- 
nicnt. The people were all earneſtly employed; 


continual noiĩſe. This, ſaid my conductor, is 
the Bridge of INDUSTRY); Which, tho' it may 
« perhaps be Iong, tedious, and unpleaſant, is the 
© only ur way to bring thee out of this uncom- 
e fortable place.“ I cmbraced the good old man, 
and ſmothering ſome ſighs which would have roſe 
in my breaſt, put on a chearful countenance, and 
proceeded to pals the bridge; but how I ſhall get 
over, or when J ſhall come on the other fide, the 
Lord knows! 


F 


